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PREFACE, 



It is natural tor every writer who has not published 
firequentlyy to revert^ at least in thought, to his last 
work, in risking the publication of a new one* To me> 
this is most natural; the subject of the principal 
poem in the present collection having suggested itself to 
me, though very faintly and imperfectly^ when I was en^ 
gaged upon my translation of the '^IVometheus Bound" 
of ^i^schylus. 

I thought, that, had iEschylus lived after the incar- 
nation and crucifixion of our Lord Jesus Christ, he 
might have turned, if not m moral and intellectual yet 
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yi PREFACE. 

in poetie faith, from llie solitade of Caucasus to the 
deeper desertness of that crowded Jenualeni where 
none had any pity ; from the ^ fiided white flower" of 
the Titanic brow, to the withered grass of a Heart 

trampled on by its owu beloved ; from the glorying of 
him who gloried that he could not die, to the sublimer 
meekness of the Taster of death for every man ; from 
the taunt stung into being by the torment, to his more 
awfiil silence, when the agony stood dumb before the 
love I And I thought, how, " from the height of this 
great argument,*' the scenery of the Prometheus would 
haye dwarfed itself even in the eyes of its poet, — 
how the fissures of his rocks and the innumerons smiles 
of his ocean would have closed and waned into blank- 
ness,— and his demigod stood confest, so human a 
conception as to fall below the aspiration of his own 
humanity. lie wouid have turned from such to the 
rent rocks and darkened sun — rent and darkened by a 
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sympathy thrilling through nature but leaving man s 
heart untouched — to the multitudes^ whose victim was 
their Saviour — to the Victim^ whose sustaining thought 
heneath an unexampled agony, was not the Titanic ' X 
can revenge/ but the celestial ^ I can forgive V 

The subjects of my two books lie side by side. The 
Promethetts of ^chylus is avowedly one of the very 
noblest of human imagina t ions ; and when we measure 
it with the eternal Counsel, we know at once and for 
ever, how wide is the difference between man's ideal 
and God's divine ! 

The great tragic Soul, though untaught directly of 
Deity, brooded over His creation with exhaustless facul- 
ties, until it gave back to her a thought — vast, 
melancholy, beneficent, malign — the Titan on the rock, 
the reflected image of her own fallen immortality ; re- 

a6 
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joicing iu bounty, agonizing in wrong, and triumphant 
in revenge. This was alL " Then," said He, ' Lo I 
come I" and we knew love, in that He laid down His 
life for us* " By this we know love"* — love in its 
intense meaning. The splendour in the grass and 
fragrance in the flower" are the splendour and fragrance 
of a love beyond them. All thoughts, all passions, 
all delights," are ministers" of a love around us. All 
citisenship, all brotherhood, all things for which men 
bless us, saymg, * Surely thb b good,'^are manifestsr 
tions of a love within us. All exaltations of our inward 
nature, in which we bless ourselves, saying, * Surely 
this is great,' — are yearnings to a love above us. And 
thus, among the fragments of our fallen state, we may 
guess at LOVE even as Plato guessed at God : but by 
this, and this only, can we know it, — that Christ laid 

* EpU. John, i. 5. The modifying expression rf Gvd whkh 

appears ia our version, is not lu tbe Greek. 
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down His life for us* Has not love a deeper mystery 
than wisdom^ and a more ineffable lustre than power ? 
I believe it has. I venture to believe those beautiful and 
often quoted words God is love," to be even less an 
expression of condescension towards the finite, than an 
asserticm of essential dignity in Him who is infinite* 

But if my dream be true that iBschylus might have 
turned to the subject before us, in poetic instinct ; and if 
in such a case^and here is no dream — lis terror and 
its pathos would have shattered into wealmess the strong 
Greek tongue, and caused the conscious chorus to trem- 
ble round the thymele, — how much more may / turn 
from it, in the instinct of incompetence I In a manner 
1 have done so. I have worn no shoes upon this holy 
ground : I have stood there, but have not walked. 1 
have drawn no copy of the statue of this Great Pan, — 
but have caught its shadow, — shortened in the dawn 
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of my impeifeet knowledge, and distorted and broken hy 
the unevenness of our earthly ground. I have written 
no work, bnt a suggestion. Nor has even so little been 
attempted, without as deep a consciousness of weakness 
as the severest critic and the humblest Christian could 
desire to impress upon me. I have felt in the midst 
of my own thoughts upon my own theme, like Homer's 
< children in a battle.' 

The agents in this poem of imperiect form — a dra- 
matic lyric, rather than a lyrical drama^are those mystic 
beings who are designated in Scripture the jSeraphim. 
The subject has thus assumed a character of exaggerated 
difficulty, the full sense of which I have tried to express 
in my £pil(^^. But my desire was, to gather some 
vision of the supreme spectacle under a less usual 
aspect, — to glance at it, as dilated in seraphic eyes, and 
darkened and deepened by the near association with 
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blessedness and Heaven* Axe we not too apt to measure . 
the depth of the Saviour's humUiadon from the common 
estate of man, instead of f^m His own peculiar and 
prinuBval one? To avoid which error, I have endea- 
voured to count some steps of the ladder at Bethel,— 
a very few steps, and as seen between the clouds. 

And thus I have endeavoured to mark in my two 
Seraphic personages, distinctly and predominantly, that 
shrinking from, and repugnance to, evil, which, in my 
weaker Sen^h, is expressed by fiar^ and, in my stronger 
one, by a more complex passion ; in order to contrast 
with such, the voluntary debasement of Him who be- 
came lower than the angels, and touched in His own 
sinless being, sin and sorrow and death. In my at- 
tempted production of such a contrast, I have been true 
to at least my own idea of angelic excellence, as well as 
to that of His perfection. For one holiness differs from 
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another holiness in glory. To recoil from evil, is accord* 
ing to the stature of an angel ; to subdue it> is according 
to the infinitude of a God. 

Of the poems which succeed * The Seraphinii' two 
ballads haye been published in the New Monthly 
Magazine one, the * Romance of the Ganges,' was 

written for the illustration of Finden's Tableaux," 

-» 

edited by Miss Mitford; and a few miscellaneous 
verses have appeared in the AtbenaBum." 



Lest in any of these poems a dreaminess be observed 
upon, while a lawlessness is imputed to their writer, she 
is anxious to assure whatever reader may think it worth 
while to listen to her defence, that none of them were 
written with a lawless purpose. For instance, < The 
Poet's Vow' was intended to enforce a truth — that the 
creature cannot he imJoM lirom the creature ; and the 
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PREFACE. xm 

' Komauut of Margret,' a corresponding one, that the 
creature cannot be susiained by the creature. And if, 
indeed, the faintest character of poetry be granted to 
these compositions, it most be granted to them besides, 
that they contain a certain verity. For there is no greater 
fiction, than that poetry is fiction. Poetry is essentially 
tnitlifalness ; and the very incoherences of poetic dream- 
ing are but the struggle and the strifb to reach the True 
in the Unknown. ^ If you please to call it but a 
dream," says Cowley, " I shall not take it ill ; because 
the father of poets tells us, even dreams, too, are from 
God."* 

It was subsequent to my writing the poem called 
The Virgin Mary to the Child Jesus," that I read in 
a selection of religious poetry, made by Mr. James Mont- 

* " Discourse by way of vision, concefoiog the goveinmeat of 
01iY«r CfomweU." 
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gomery, a lyric of the sixteenth century upon the same 
isubjecty* together with an observation of the editor, 
that no living poet would be daring enough to approach 
h. As it has here been 'approached and attempted by 
the weakest of many," I would prove by this explana- 
tion» that consciously to impugn an opinion of Mr. 
Montgomery's^ and enter into rivalship with the bold 
simpUcity of an ancient ballad, made no part of the 
daringness of which I confess myself guilty. 

Nothing more is left to me to explain in rektion to 

any particulai* poem of this collection, I need not defend 
them for being religious in their general character. 
The generation of such as held the doctrine of that critic 
who was LfOnginus, and believed in the inadmissibiity 
of religion into poetry, may liave seen the end of vanity. 

* The coincidence consists merely of the choice of subject ; the 
mode of tieadng it being wholly differeot. 
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That contemplative piety, or the intercourse between 
God and the human soul, cannot be poetical," is true, if 
it be true that the human soul having such intercourse 
is parted from its humanily, or it be true that poetry 
is not expressive of that humanity's most exailted staite* 
The first supposition is contradicted by man's own ex^ 
perience, and the latter by the testimony of Hun who 
knoweth what is in man. For otherwise, David's , 
' glory * would have awakened with no < harp and lute ;' 
and Isaiah's poetry of diction would have fallen in ashes 
f'rum his lips, beneath the fire which cleansed them. 

To any less reverent objection, I would not wilUngly 
reply. An irreligious poet," said Bums, meaning an 
midevotional one^ is a monster." An irreligious poet, 
he might have said, is no poet at alL The gravitation 
of poetry is upwards. The poetic wing, if it move, 
ascends. What did even the heathen Greeks — Homer, 
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iEschylus^ Sophocles, Pindar? Sublimely, because 
bom poetS) darkly, because bom ot' Adam aud unre- 
newed in Christ, their spirits wandered like the rushing 
chariots and winged horses, black and white, of their 
brother-poet Flato>* through the universe of Deity, 
seeking if haply they might find Him: and as that 
universe dosed around the seekers, not with the trans- 
parency hi which it flowed first firom Hb hand, but 
opaquely, as double-dyed with the transgression of its 
sons, — they felt though they could not discern the God 
beyond, and used the gesture though ignorant of the 
language of worshipping. The blind eagle missed the 

■ 

sun, but soared towards its sphere. Shall the blind 

eagle soar and the seeing eagle peck chaff? Surely 
it should be the gladness and the giatitude of such as 
are poets among us, that in turning towards the 
beautiful, they may behold the true face of God. 

* See his Phcedrus. 
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The disparaging speeches of prefoces are not prover- 
bial for their real humility. I remember smiling over a 

preface of Pomfrety which intimates that he might 
» 

hope for readers, as even Qnarles and WtUier fomid 

them ! He does not add in words, — perhaps he did in 
thought, ' FortumxH nimium /* 

Without disparaging speeches, and yet with a self- 
distrust amounting to emotion, I offer to the public, and 
for the first time in my own name, these poems, which 
were not written because there is a public, but because 
they were thought and felt, and, perhaps, under some of 
the constraint referred to by Wither himself — for he 
has readers 1 

t« Thoie that only sip, 

Or but even their lingers dip 

In that sacred fount (poor elves !) 

Of that brood will show themselves : 

Yea, in hope to get them fame, 

Th$y will spwke though to th*ir shame," 

May the omen be averted I 
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I assume no power of art, except that pomr of lore 
towards % which has remained with me fnm my child- 
hood until now. In the power of such a loye, and in 
the event of my life hdng prolonged, I would fiun hope 

to write hereafter better verses ; but I never can feel 
more intensely than at this moment — nor can it be 
needful that any should — the sublime uses of poetry, 
and the solemn responsibilities of the poet. 

LoKooN, 1838. 
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THE SERAPHIM. 



PART THE FIRST. 



AyyfX oi Okfreds. 



«< 



I look for angeli' songs, and hsor Him ciy/' 

GiLBS Flxtciier. 



B 



THE SERAPHIM 



PABT THE FIRST. 



It is tlie time of th« Cn]ei6xioQ : andliie F«dier of the Cmdfied 
Ins diiected towudi earth the angeb d Hit huma, of whom 
til httve departed eicept the two SerapMm Ador end Zerah. 

The phce is the outer side of the shut heavenly gate. There 
stand the Seraphim. Ador the Strong lias unfurled the thunder* 
cloud of his wing ; but Zerah the Bright One lingen still, now 
looking backward to bis heevenlj habitation, and now npwaid to 
his brother's free. 



'^dor. O 8RRAPH9 pause no more I 

Beside this gate of heaven we stand alone. 

Zera/i. This gate of heaven ! 

Ador. Our brother hosts are gone 

B t 



4 THE SERAPHIM. 

Zerak* Are gone I the golden harps» as ne'er 

before. 

Still burning from our clasped motion 
And tuiied breath of rapt devotion, 
lie without a touch or tone, 
Or canopy of angel wing. 
Upon the gksMea shore I 

Acbr. Instead of sounding, glittering 

, ' In the shadow from the throne — 
The shadow without form, that resteth on 
The broad and crystal sea— 
Awfuller than light derived, 
And red with primal heats whereby all life 
hath lived. 

Zerahm Our visible of God ! our heaven 1 and we 
Go thus i 

Ador* Thus, now, beloved 1 unpausingly. 
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THE SERAPHIM. 5 

BmeaAli m sinks the pmnp angelical — 
The roar of whose descent haih died 
^ To a still sound, as thunder into rain I 
Th* immeasurable space seems magnified 
W itii that thick life ; whereof we nought retain 
In visioni save the pale and eddying fell 
Of wings innimierottSy brightly crossed 
By lines of hair thai hath not lost 
The glitter of the Grod-smile shed 
Last) on bowed angel's head I 
And gleamed between by hands that iUiig 
Homages Ukc upward rays^ 
From constant habitude of praise 
And high instinct of worshipping. 

Zerah. Rajndly they drop below us. 

Pointed palm and wing and hair. 
Indistinguishable, show us 
Only pulses iu the air 
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THE SERAPHIM. 



Throbbing with & ^ry beat-* 
As if a new creation heard 
(Late uahearing, still unseeing) 
Some divine and plastic word ; 
And trembUng at its proper being, 
Did waken at our feet 

AdoT* Zerah I stand not lingeringly : 

His voice — the voice that thrills us so 
As we our harpstrings — uttered Goy 
Sekold the Hcly in his woe — 
And all are gone^ save thee and — 



Zerah. Thee/ 

Ador. I stood the nearest to the throne. 

What time the voice said Go, 
And whether I was shook 



THE SERAPHIM. 

By the storm^pathoB of the tone 
Which swept thro' Heaven the alien niine of woe 
Or that the subtle glory broke 
Thro* my strong and shielding wings. 
Bearing to my finite essence 
Incapacious of theur presence, 
infinite imaginings — 
None knoweth save the Throned who spoke t 

But I who years agone 
Stood upright while Hi' eternal Breath did move 
Shaping the words that lightened — Let light 
be " — 

Nor trembled but with love ; 

Now fell down tremblingly, 
My face upon the pavement floor, 
Without the praise that evermore 

In music gushetfa there t 
As if mine immortalify 
O'erpowered by God's eternal were I 



THE S£RAPHIM. 

Thmi— .wherefore dort llioii wait? 
Oh! gaxe not backward, brother mine; 
The deep love in thy mystic eyne 
Deepening inward» till ia made 
A copy of the earth-love shade — 
Oh I gaze not thro' the gate t 
God filleth heaven \sitii God's own solitude 

Tin all its payements glow I 
Hb Godhead being no more aobdued 
By Itself to glories low 

Which seraphs can sustain^ 
What if thou in gazing so. 
Should behold but only one 
Attribute, the veil undone — 
And that the one to which we presa 
Nearest, for its gentleness— 

Ay I His love I 
How the deep ecstatic pain 
Thy being s strength would capture I 
W ithout a language for the rapture, 



TH£ SERAPHIM. 

Without a music strong to come 

And set th' adoring free; 
For ever, ever, wouldst thou be 
Amid the general chorus dumb, — 

God-stricken, in seraphic agony I 

Or, brother, what if on thine eyes 
In ▼ision bare should rise 
The life-fount whence |Iis hand did gather 
With solitary force 
Our inunortalities I ^ 
Straightway how thine own would wither, 

Falter like a human breath, 

And shrink into a point like deaths 
By gazing on its source ! 

My words have mirrored dread I 
Meekly hast thou bent thine head, 
And o'er each dropped lid, hast bowed 
Another broader silver cloud. 
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THE SERAi^HIM. 



A ianguid wing— -as if the §^ofy 
Of the God-throne were before thee I 

Yet not— not 80» 
O loving spirit and meek, dost thou fulfil 
All motions of the one pie-eo^ent Will 
Which stirreth onto will and act our natores 
As human souls do stir the fleshly crea- 

turesi — 
Not for obeisaace, but obedienoei 
Give motion to thy wings I Depart from 

hence — 
The Yoioe said <Go.' 

Zerak. Beloredl IdepartI 

HiawiU is as a spirit within my spirit; 
A portion of the being I inherit — 
His will is mine obedience I I resemble 
A flame all undefiled tho* it tremble — 
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THE SERAPHIM. 11 

I go and txemble I Love me, O beloved I 

O thou» who stronger art. 
And standest ever near the Infinite^ 

Pale with excelling light I 
Love beloved I me, more xiewly inade» 

More feeble, more afinid 
And let me hear widi mine iSky pinions moved, 
As elose and gentle as the loving are ; 
That love being near, heaven may not seem so 
far I 

Ador, I am near thee, aud I love thee ! 

Were I loveless, £rom thee gone, 
Love still is round, benealli, above thee — 
God, the omnipresent One* 
Spread the iving, and lift the brow — 
Well-beloved I what f earest thou ? 

Zerah* I fear, I fear — 

Ador. Wiiat fear? 
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THE SERAPHIM. 



Zeralu The fear of earth. 

Ador. Of earth, the God-create, the beautiful ? 

From whence the sweet seo-muric hath its 
birth) 

And vernal forests lift their leaves in tune 
Beneath the gradonsy water-leading moon ? 

Where every nighty the stars do put away 

Meekly its darkness dull. 
And look their spirit-light into the clay ? 
Where every day, the kingly sun doth bless 

More lovingly than kings, 
And stur to such harmonious happiness 

All leafed and reeded things. 
It seems as if the joyous shout which burst 

From angel lips to see him first. 
Had left a silent echo in his ray ? 

Zerak* Of earth — the God-create — but God-accurst : 
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THE SERAPHIM. 13 

Where man is^ and the thorn I 
Where winds and waves have bome^ 
' Where sun and star can roll, 
No tune^ no shiidiig to the bnnian soul I 
Wheie Eden's lapsmg rivera aU are dry. 
And in their atead, do flow perpetoallyy 
Do flow and flow hot atreama of human tears — 
Where Eden's tree of life no more uprears 
Its spiral leaves and fruit ; hut in its stead 
The cypress bows its melancholy head, 
• And all the undergrasses kills and seres ! 

Adofr* * Of earthy the very weak? 

Where men that faint, do strive for crowns that 
■ fade^ 

And stoop to clasp metallic heaps conveyed 
From the green sward their delving labour 
scars — 

When upright they might standyandyfew the stars I 
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Where, having won the winnlii^ that they fleek» 
They lie heaide the scseptre and the gold. 
With fleshlesft hands that cannot wield or hold ; 
And the stars shine in their unseeing eyes ? 

Zerah, Of eartii the terrible I 

Wheie the blind matter brings 
An awfiil potenoe out of impotence ; 
And all the spintoal prostrated ties, 

Before the things of sense I 
Where the strong human will saith * ay ' or 
«no/ 

Because the human pulse is quick or slow — 
Where stronger Love succumbetl\ unto Change, 
With only his own memories, jfor revenge I 
Where is the root of tears — the mystery woe; 
And one yet fearfuUer — 

Adar» Thou meanest — Death. 



Digitized by 



THE SERAPHIM. 15 

Zerah. Nay I Death is fearful ; but it hath 
A sound more compreheusibley 
More utterable by my speeeh 
Than even woe can teach I 
That fearfuUer thou knowest well, 
Tho' its utterance be not for the^ 
Lest it bkiwh thy lip. from glory- 
Ay I the cursed thing that moved 
Its shadow of ill, long times ago, 
Across our heaven's own shining floor !— 
And when it passed, some who were 
On thrones of holy empire there, 
Did reign-^were seeor— were— never maire^ 
Come.neaxer, O beloved I 

Ador» I am near thee. Thou hast seen 

This earth, whereof thy words have been ? 

Zerah, I have seen it, — I have trod, — 

When thrilling from the touch of God 
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It flowed from His hand along 

Its lustrous path with spheric song — 

Woelessy deatlilesS) errorleBS I 

And f^lesSy angel feet did preds 

The grasses brightening vith their feet — 

And God's own voice did mix its sound 

In a solemn confluence oti 

» 

With the rivers' flowing round, 

And the life-tree's waving soft. 
Beautiful new earthy and strange I 

Adcr. Hast thou seen it since — the change ? 

Zerah* Askest th<m ? I fear I fear->-> 
To look upon it now I 

I have beheld the ruined things 
Only in the picturings 
Of angels sent on earthward mission I 
Strong one, e*en upon thy brow — 
When with task completed, given 
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Back to us from eartbljr Tisioiiy 
I have beheld thee silent stands 
Abstracted in the seraph band — 
Without a smile in heaven / 

AdoTm Then thou wert not one of those 
Whom the loving Father chose, 
In pomp of dreams to sweep 
O'er Judsa's grassy plaoes» 

the shepherds and the sheep ? 
The clear calm starlight dimming^ 

All except one secret star^ 
With their brighter kinder faces : 
And using heaven's own tune in hymning, — 
While deep response u'er eaitli's own mountains 
ran, — 

" Peace on earth ^ goodwill to man I" 
Zetoh. Glory to Qod T* — I said Amen afiur ! 
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THE SERAPHIM 



And they who from that earthward misnon are^ 

Within mine ears have told^ 
That the seven everlasting Spirits did hold 
With such a sweet and prodigal constraint, 
The meaning yet the mystery oi the suug. 
The while they sang it, on their spirits strong ; 
Thai gasmg down on earth's dark atedfiutness, 
And speaknig the new peace m promises^ 
The loYe and pity made their voioea fiiint 
Into that low and tender miuic» keeping 
The place in heaven^ of what on earth, is 

weeping I 



AdoT,, Peace^ponwAf Come down to it 1 
Zerah, Ah me 1 

I hear thereof nncomprehendingly. 

Peace where the tempest— • where the sighing 
w — 

And worship of the idol^ 'stead of His ? 
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Adoir. Yeal peaoBy where A is! 

Zerak. Me! 
Say it again. 

Ador, Where He is I 

Zerah, Can it be ? — 

And ia it sooth that earth retains a tree 
Whose leayesy like Eden foUage^ can he swayed 
By hreathing of His Toioe^ nor shrink and lade ? 

Ador» There is a tree / — it hath no leaf or root I 
Upon it hangs a curse for all its truit ! 
Its shadow lies on i/im — 



Zerai. Beloved, heloved t thy words are very dim ! 
A . shadow laid on light I 
A curse its presence giving 
To th' ever Blest? 



Ador, 



Yea I Death, to th' Everliying I 



20 THE SERAPHIM. 

Zerah, But death that nean Him must forgo 
Itself— its own essential rest; 
And into life's emotion grow. 

Ador, But wJM if He, the crowned Son, 

Hath left his crom upon his throne, — 
Hath walked earth in Adam's clay, 
Eve's serpent to confound and slay — 

Zerah. In day — in day I 

Ador* And walking in the clay which He created, 

* 

Shall thro' it touch the death ? 

Wiiat do I utter? what, conceive? Did 
breadi 

Of demon howl it in a blasphemy ? 

Or was it mine own voices informed, dilated. 

By the seven confluent Spirits? — Speak — 

answer me I 
Who said man*8 victim was his deity ? 
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Zeraht BdoTed» beWed I the word cAme forth ii om 

Tbine eyes are roUing in tempestuous ligbty 

Above, belowy around — 
As putting thunder-questions without cloud, 

Reverberate without sound, 
To universal nature's depth and height. 
The tremor of an unexpressed thought 
Too sdf-amased to shape itself aloud, 
O'enruns the awful curving of thy lips : 
And while thine bands are stretched 
above 

As newly they had caught 
Some lightning from the Throne — or flashed 
abroad 

Some Eden-guarding sword— 
Thy brows do altemate with wild eclipse 
And radiance — with contrasted wrath and 
love — 
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As God had called thee to a seraph's party 
With a man's quailing heart I 

AdoT* O heart— O heart of man! 

O ta'eu from human clay» 
To he no seraph's, hut Jehovah's ownl 

Made holy m the taking. 

And yet uiiseparate 

From death's perpetual han, 
And human lieelings sad and passionate I 
StiU subject to the treaeherous forsaking 
Of other hearts, and its own 8ted£Eurt pain I 
O heart of man — of God I which God hath 
ta'en 

From out the dust, with its humanity 
Mournful and weak and soft yet holy round it— • 
And bade its many pulses beating He 
Beside that in5^yfftf!ft*?T^iM^bl^ stir 
Of Deitf wherewith He intmvonnd it I 
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O maa I and is thy nature bo defiled» 
That all that holy Heart's devout law«keeping» 
And low pathetic heat in deserts wild» 
And gushings pitiful of tender weeping 
For cruel ones who smote it into woe — 
That all could cleanse thee not — without the flow 
Of blood— the Iife-hlood — His — and stream- 

O earth, the thunderdefty windahaken I-^where 
The louder Toice of ^ blood and blood " doth 
rise — 

Hast thou an altar for this sacrifice ? — 

O heaven — O vacant, throne I 
O crowned hierarehka, that wear your erowu 

When His is put aiway I 
Are ye unshamed, that ye cannot dim 
Your alien brightness to be liker Him,— 
Assume a human passion ^ and down-lay 
Your sweet securene«8 for congenial fears - 
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And teach your cloudless ever-buniing eyes 
The mystery of His tears ? 



2Serah* I am strong, I am strong I 

Were I nerer to see my heayen again* 

I would wheel to eaxth like the tempest rain 

Which sweeps there with exultant sound 

To lose its hie in the reached ground I 

I am strong, I am strong I 
To ndne inward vision waxeth dim 
The shining seat of my heavenly birth— 
I see but Hts, I see but Him— 
The Maker^s steps on His cruel earth I 
Will the bitter herbs of earth grow sweet 
To me> as touched by His feet? 
Will the vexed, curst humanity. 
As worn by Him, begin to be 
A blessed — yea I a holy thing, 
For love, and awe, and ministering ? 



I 
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I am strong, I am strong I « 
By our angel ken, shall we survey 
His lovmg smile through his woeful clay 

I ftm swift) I sin sbrong*^ 
The love is bearing me along * 

« 

My wings with thine I At once we go 
To see the Holy in his woe I 
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PAET THE SECOND. 



Ert/;a f ya/> ovK oiBa oXX *iy ficra Tov KCt ttjv y^nj^^v 

Chrtsobtom. 

Oblened WeUofLove! O Floure of Gnct» 
O gloriont Moning Starro ! O Lunpe of Light ! 
Host Hvely image of thy Father's face» 

Eternal King of Glorie, Lord of Might, 
Meeke Lambe of God * 

Sfenseh. 



THE SEBAPHIM. 



PART THE SECOND. 



The place is mid-au, above Judca. Ador and Zerah are a little 
a|>art from the viutle Angelic Hoitt. 



AdoT. Bblovsd I dost thoa see ? — 

Zerah, Thee, — thee 1 

Thy burning eyee already ar^ 
Grown wild and mournful as a star, 
Whose occupation is for aye 
To look upon the place of clay. 
Whereon thou lookest now ! 
The crown is fainting on thy brow 
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To the likeness of a cloud — 
Thy forehead's self, a little howed 
Fran its aspect hJgli and holy, — 
As it would in meekness meet 
Some seraphic melancholy t 
Thy very wings that lately ftmg 
In heavenly airs, an outline clear, 
Flicker in their glory here ; 
And weat to each a, shadow hung, 

Dropped across thy feet. 
The weights of earth around us lying, . 
Our breath comes heavily like sighing ; 
And in these strange contrasting glooms. 
Stagnant with the scent of tombs. 
Seraph faces, O my brother, 
6how awfully to one another I 

Ador. Dost thou see ? dost thou see ? 

Zerah* Yea ! our heaven's bright company — 
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Alone the memory of their brightness 

Left in them, as ia thee I 
The circle upon circle, tier on tier — 
The perpendicular sea, whose rampant white- 
ness 

Stands fiiLed, beoause the sadden wind drops 
low— 

The sea of living Ones, afor, anear, 
AboFe us, and annmd 1 

Their songful lips divorced from all sound ; 
A darkness gliding down their silvery glances,^ 
. Bowing their steadfast solemn countenances, 
As if they heard God speak, and could not 
glow I 

Adar, Look downward I dost thou see ? — 

Zeralu And wouldst thou press duU vision on my 

words ? 
Hath not the changed Earth 
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A voice enough, of her own change, for thee — 
Whose voice k in her waters, moaning ever 
In every azure sea and silver river^ 

And all her leaping riUs 
That break abruptly from their forced mirth. 
With a long sigh across the pastoral swards ? — 
Be satisfied I I see her vales, migreen 

Where steps of man have been ! 

Her thmider-riven hills — 
That shake their piney heads, as who would say 
V We are too beautiful for our decay I *' — 
Shall senqphs speak of these things? Let 

alone 

Earth, to her earthly moan I 

Voice of all things. Is there no moan but hers f 

Ador, Hearest thou the attestation 
Of the roused Univme,— 
Like a desert lion shaking 



Digitized by Google 



THE SERAPHIM, 



33 



Dews of silence its mane — 
With an irrepressive passion, 
Rising up, and witness making 
To the earth-oommingled paan 

Of Him who stands (O patience sweet !) 

In His own hand-prints of creation. 
With human, bleeding feet ? — 

Voice of all things. Is there no moan but ours f-^ 

Zerah, O meek, insensate things I 

O congregated matters I who inherit 
Instead of motire powers, 
Lnpnlsions God-supplied — 
Instead of vital spirit, 
A dew mfonning beMity-. 
Instead of creature duty, 
A motion calm as rest ! 
Lights ! without feet or wings, 
In golden courses sliding ! 

c 5 
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Broad glooms I 'neath masses, hiding, 
Whose lustrous heart away was prest 
Into the argent st^rs ! 
Ye crystal^ finnamental bars, 
That hold the skyey waters free 
From tide or tempest's ecstasy I 
Airs miiyersal I thmiders lorn, 
That wait your lightning in cloud-cave 
Hewn out by the winds I O braye 
And subtle Elements ! the Holy 
Hath chaarged me by your voice with folly J 
Enough I the mystic arrow leaves its wound I 
lietum ye to your silences inborn^ 
Or to your inarticulated sound I — 

Ador» Zerah !— 

Zerah, Wit Oau rebuke ?— 



* ** His angels He chaiged with foUyt^^-Job iv. vene 18. 
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God hath rebuked me» brother I«I am weak I — 



Ador. Zerah I mj brother Zerah ! — could I speak 
Of thee, 'twould be of love to thee I 

Zerah. Thy look 

Is fixed OB earthy as mine upon thy £Ace I — 
Where shaU I seek Htmf— 

I have thrown 
One look upon that earth — but one — 
And therewithal was sought and seen 
Where her grasses showed green, 
Streaked with fiurest flowers that grew ; 
And among her trees was hidden 
Some remembrance of her Eden, 

W^t over by the dew. 
Beloved I He is not there I 
Flowers, grasses are too dull to bear 
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Feety before wbidi, bowed adown^ 
I fain would quench my starry crown 

Upon the wormy clay* 
Where shall I seek Him ? 

No reply I 

Hath language left thy lips, to place 

Its vocal in thine ^e ? — 
Ador, Ador f are we come 
To a double portent^ that 
Dumb matter grows articulate^ 

And songful sen^hs dumb ? — 
Ador, Ador I 

I constrain 
The passion of my silence. None 
Of those places sweet and lone 
Are dull enow to fit His pain I 
Unto Him whose forming word 
Gave to Nature flower and sward. 
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She bath given back again 
Instead of flowers, the thorn ; 
Instead of sylvan calms, the human scom. 
SUll, still, reluctant Seraph, gase beneath ! 
There is a city 

Zerah. Could its throne remain, 

(These very douds are motioned by our 
breath — ) 
And fade not to a dream, when He 
Touched it ?— 

jldar. Ah me ! aii me I 

The victun seeks no throne I — 
And Thou who hangest mute of speech, 
Twixt heav^ and eardi, with forehead yet 

Staincfd by the bloody sweat 

God I man I Thou hast forgone 
Thy throne in each I 
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Zerah. Ador I thine eyes behold Him ? 

Ador, Yea I 

Track the gazing of mine eyes 
Downward) downward, with thine own : 
Naming God within ihine heart. 
That Ha weakness may depart, 

And the virion rise. 
•Seest thou yet, beloved ? 

Zerah. I see 

Beyond the city, crosses three, 
And mortals three that hang tiiereon, 
*Ghast and silent to the sun 1 

* 

And round about them sweep and press 
Living multitudes, whose £ither 
Adam was — whose brows are dark 

With his Cain s corroded mark ; 
\\ ho curse with looks I Nay — let me rather 
1 urn unto the wilderness. 
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Adar. Tura not. God dwelk with men. 

Zerahm Above 
He dwells with angels ; and they love. 
Cam these lovef 

WHh the livii^'B pride 
They stare at those who die: the streak 
O' the cross's shade on brow and cheek. 
Though ^Alhng there so wild and wide» 
Being not dark enow to hide 
A triumph upon both. — 

Ador. The cross — the cross I — 

* 

^rah* A woman doth 

Kneel the mid cross under — 
Meekly, with her lips asunder. 

And a motion upon each. 

Too fast to show or suffer speech — 
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With folded lids as close as sleeps 
Yet not as tranquil — for the eyes 
Thttt dream within, have room to weep 
Drop after drop — 

Adar. Weep blood— we^ blood- 

All women I yea t all men I 
These water-tears are vain — 
They mock like laughter I 

Zerdhn O passionate heaven-dweller I 

Ador. Shall the flood 

Oi' curses salt, whose foam is darkness, roll 

Forward from 'parted years — 
And backward, from the terrible hereafter — 
And upward, from the present*s bitter spring- 
Yea I downward^ haply, from the Father* 
King, 
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To meet upon his soul ? 
And men weep only tears 9 
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Zerah. Mine Adorl it is all ihey can! Their 

being 

And being's strength make issue but in those. 

And what have they with power to interpose 
Betwixt their mortal grief and their foreseeing, 
Save those traaisparent drops ? what other 

Than such, to men belong ? 
What other gifts hath Adam left behind 
To sow his earth withal — to buy fame, crown, 
And beats of love» and oracles of song ; 
Or wear upon the cheek in going down 
Beneath the arid sod ? 
Nay I seraph eyes, my brother, 

Should gaze most starry kind, 
When tears from mortal eyelids 'gin to fall ! 
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They are but little drops — yet all 
The iovingest man gives man I 

Ador, Or God. 

Zerah* All-givers need no giflfcs. 

And if that voice said ' Give,' its sound would 
slay 

Immortals^ and its echo sweep away 
The universe it made. What seraph lifts 

A song so subtly wrought, 
It is not in His hearing, less than nought, 
Or is more than a woman's weeping ? So, 
Words soft as tears, above tliee would I 
speak. 

Thou woman t weep thy woe I 

/ sinless, tearless — loving am, and weak ! 

Ador, 8peak low — and not of love 

Or human or angelic I Ratlier stand 



Digitized by Google 



THE SERAPHIM. 43 

Before the throne of that Supreme above» 
In whose infinitude, the secrecies 
Of thine uwu heing lie hid, — and lift 
tbme hand 

Exultant, saying, ^ Lord God! I am 

wiser— 
Than utter hert^ I love*" 

Zerah* And yet thine eyes 

Do utter it. They melt in tender light— 
The tears of Heaven. 

Adar, Of Heaven. Ah me I 

Zerah, Ador ! 

Ador. Say on. 

Zerah* The cracified are three. 

Beloved, they are unlike I 

Ador, Unlike. 
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Zerahm For one 

Is as a man who sinned^ and still 
Doth wear contrastingly the wicked will — 

The hard malign life-energy, 
Stamped inward, in the parting soul's disdain, 
On brow and lip that cannot change again. 
The life-worked passion, and the death-fixed 
calm, 

Lie coupled without mutual let or harm I 

Ador^ And om ! — 

Zatah* Is also as a sinful man ; 

And yet (O manrel I) of a spirit clear 
And white as angel brows from Adam's ban, 
And trembling more with worshipping than 
fear I 

The death upon his face 
Is rather shine than shade, 
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A tender sbine by looks beloved made I 
He seemeth dying in a blessed place, 
And less by iron wounds In bands and feet 
Than heart-broke by new joy too sudden and 

sweet 

And ONB ! — 

And ONE — 

Why dost thou pause f 

God I God! 
Spirit of my spirit I who movest 
Through seraph yeins m burning deity, 
To light the qnendiless pulses I — 

But hast trod 
The depths of love in Thy pecuhar nature ; 
And not in any Thou hast made and iovest 
In narrow seraph hearts I — 
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Zerah, Above, Creator ! 

Withim Upholder]— 
Ador* And bekm, belowi 

The creature's and th* upholden's sacrifice I 

Zerah* Why do I pame f 

Ador^ There is a silentness 

That answers thee enow — 
That like a brazen sound 
Ezcludhig othersy doth ensheathe us round ! 
Hear it I It is not from the visible skies. 

Though thqr are very still. 
Unconscious that their own dropped dews 
express 

The light of heaven on every earthly hill I 
It is not from the lulls ; though calm and bare 

They, since their first creation, 
Through midnight doud or morning's glittering 
air> 
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Or the deep deluge blmdiiess, up toward 
The place whence issued the creating word, 

And whence again sbftll come 

The word ihat uncreates ; 
Have lift their hrows in yoioeless expectation. 
It is not from the places that entinnb 
Man*8 dead — though conunon Silence there 
dilates 

Her soul to grand proportions, worthily 

To fill life's vacant room ! 

Not there — not there I 
Not yet within their chambers lieth He, 
A dead One in His Uving world 1 His south 
And west winds blowing over earth and sea, 
And not a breath on that creating mouth I 

But noWf — in living pang — 

A Bilentness doth hang 
Upon the hps whose lightest word 
Might iu reverberate thunder roll abroad ! 
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Silent art Thou, O my Lord, 
Bowing down Thy stricken head 1 
Fearest Thou, a groan of thine 
Would make the puke of thy creation £ul 
As thine own pulse ? — would rend the veil 
Of visible things^ and let the flood 
Oi th' unseen Light, th' essential God* 
Rush in t' o 'erwhelm the undivine ? — 
Thy silence, to my spirit, seems as dread ! 

Zerah. O silence I 

Ador. Doth it say to thee — the name. 

Slow-learning Seraph ? — 
Zerah* I have learnt ! 

Ador* The flame 

Perisheth in thine eyes, 
Zerah. He opened His — 

And looked I — 1 cannot bear 

Ador. Their agony ? 
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Zerah, Their love. God's depth is in them. From his 

brows 

WbitO) terrible in meeknessy didst tboa see 

The lifted eyes undose ? 
He is God^ seraph I Look no more on me, 
O God I I am not God! 

Ador, The loving is 

Made awful in them by the sorrowful. 
In heaven we could sustain them. 

Zerah* Heavoi is dull. 

Mine Ador, to man's earth I The %ht that 
bums 

Unquenciiably along the crystal sea — 
The liftmg of the golden harps between 
The silver wings^ outsbaking lovely sound— 
The windings wandering music that returns . 

D 
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Upon itself in starry coancj 8elf4xNmd 
To praise, and praise^ and praise^ in blessed 
round — 

The God-thoughts In oar midst that intervene^ 

And glide like rajs from out the supreme 
Throne, 

More sensible tium visible ; each one 
The separate presence of a new delight ! 
My heaven t my home of heaven I my fair 
and bright 

HeaYen-throne I what are ye to this dust and 
death, 

This cloud, this cold, these tears, tlus tailing 
breath, 

Where God's immortal loye is glorified 
In this MAN'a mortal woe? — 

Ador* His ^es are very deep yet cahn 
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Zerah, No more 

On Jehovali-iiiaii^— ' 

Ador. Calm-deep 1 They show 

A pftssion which is silent. Grief is stilly 
By its owa weight, within them. They are 
seeing 

No earth, no heaven ! no men, that slay and 
curse- 
No serapbsy that adore I 
Their gaze is on th' invisibly the dread — 
The things we cannot see or think or speak. 
Because we are too happy, or too weak I — 
The sea oi ill, for which the universe, 
WitK an its pilM space, can find no shore, 
With all its life, no living one to tread I 

His Godhead holds Hia human 
More soft than the first cradle-watch in woman, 
More pure than man's first thought in Eden air, — 
(And that was man s first prayer 1} 

n ft 
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Sustains it with the strong JehoTah-being» 

To bear the gase adown. 

Conceive the vast despair, 
And feel the billowy griefs come up to drown,— 
Nor perish, until all be finished* 

♦ 

Zerah^ Thus I do I find thee thus ? My Lord, my 

Lord, 

The echoes axe still tremulous along 

The heavenly mountains, of the latest song 

Thy manifested glory swept abroad. 

In nishmg past our lips I Th^ echo aye 

Creator I Thou art strong I — 
Creator I Thou art blessed over alL ' 
By what new utterance shall I now recall, 
Unteaching the heaven-echoes ? Dai e 1 say, 
Creator 1 Thou art feebler than thy work I 
Creator, Thou art sadder than thy creature \ 
A man, and not a God — 
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A wonoy and not a man^ — 
Yea, no worm — but a curse ?' — 
I dare not, so, mine heavenly phrase reverse. 
Albeit the pierdng thorn and thistle dark 
(Whose seed from Eve's froit-plucking hand 
began 

To drop amid her garden and defeature) 
Be garnered darkiier in thy soul I the rod 
That smites Thee never blossoming, — and Thou 
Grief-bearer for thy world, with uukinged brow— 
I have an angel tongrue — I know but praise ! 

Ador, Hereafter shall the blood-bought captives raise 
The passion song of blood I 

Zerah, And we^ extend 

Our holy vacant hands towards the Throne, 
Crying * We have no music I * 

Ador, Rather blend 
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Our musics into uue I 
The sanctities and sanctified aboye 
Shall each to each, with lifted looks serene. 

Their shining &ces lean. 

And mix th' adoring breath. 
And breathe the sweet thanksgiving I 

Zerah* But the love — 

The love, mine Ador I 

Ador* Do we love not ? 

Zerah. Yea! 
But not as man shail ! not with life for death 
New-throbbing thioogh the startled being I not 
With strange astonished smiles, that ever may 

Gush passionate like tears, and ^il their place ! 
Nor yet with speechless memories ot what 
Earth's winters were, deepening th' eternal green 
Of every heavenly palm, 
Whose windless shadeless cafan 
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MoTea only at tbe breath of the Unseen I 

Oh I not with this blood on lu — and this face» — 

Still, haply, pale with sorrow that it bore 

la our behalf, and tender evermore 

With nature ail our ov^n, — toward us gazing I-^ 

Nor yet with these forgiving hands upraising 

Their unreproaehful wounds, alone to bless I 

Alas, Creator t shall we love Thee less 

Than mortals shall ? 

Ador* Amen ! so let it be I 

We love in our proportion — to the bqimd 
Thine infinite, oar finite, set around, 
And that is finitely, — Thou, infinite 
And worthy infinite love I And our delight 
Is watching the dear love poured out to Thee, 
From ever fuller chalice. Blessed they. 
Who love Thee more than we do I blessed we, 
Beholding that out-loving lovingness. 
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f 

And winning in the sight, a double bliss. 
For aU so lost in love's supremacy I 
The bliss is better 1 only on the sad 
Cold earth, there are who say 
It seemeth better to be great than glad. 
The bliss is better 1 Love Him more, O man, 
Than sinless seraphs can. 

Zerah* Yea ! love Him more. 

Vaieei^illeangeUcmuiiiiude. Yea I more! 

Aclor, The loving word 

Is caught by those from whom we stand apart : 

For Silence hath no deepness in her heart. 
Where love's low name low breathed, would not 

be heard 

By angels, clear as thunder. 
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Angelic voices. 



Love him more I 



Adtn-. 



Sweet yoioes, swooning o*er 



The mufltc which ye make ! 
Albeit to love^ there were not ever given 
A moumfiii souudy when uttered out of heaveui 
Ye fitly would that angel sadness take ! 
Of love be silent now ! we gaze adown 
Upon th' incarnate Love who wears no crown. 

Zerah, No crown I- The woe instead 



With a hot and dinging pain, 
Till all tears are prest away — 
And clear and calm His vision may 
Peruse the long abyss I - 
No rod; no sceptre is 



Is heavy on His head,' 
Pressing inward on His brain. 
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Holden in His fingers pale. 
They dose instead upon the nail» 

Concealing the shaq) dole — 
Nor ever slaning to put by 

The fair hair streaked with blood. 
Drooping forward from the rood, 

Helplessly — heavfly — 
On the dieek thai ivaxeth colder. 
Whiter ever, — and the shoulder 
Where the government was hud I 
His pity makes His piteous state — 
Will He be uncompassionate 
Alone to His proper soul ? 
Yea! will He not lift up 
His lips from the bHter cup, 
His bnofws firom tiie dreary weight, 
His hands from the clenching rood — 
Crying, My Father, give to me 
Again the joy I had with Thee, 
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Or ere tiiifl earth was made?" — 

m 

No stir — no sound — ^ 
The love and woe being interwound> 

He cleaveth to the woe : 
And putteth forth heaven's strength helow 
To fair. 



Adar, And that creates His angmsh now, 

Which made His giory> there I 



Zerah* Shall this indeed be so ? 

Awake, thou Earth I behold I 
Thoo, altered forth of oH 
In all thy life-emotion, 
In all thy vernal noises ; 
In the rollings of thine ocean. 
Leaning founts, and rivers running ; 
In thy woods' prophetic heaving, 
Ere the rains a stroke have given ; 
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In thy winds' exultant Yoices 

When they feel the hills anear I 

In the finnamcfntal siinnmgy 

And the tempest which rejoices 

Thy £uU heart with an awful cheer I 

Thou I uttered forth ot old 

And with all thy musics, rolled 

In a breath abroad^ 

By the plastic Word I 

Awake I He is here ! behold t 

Even lAoM — 

beseems it good 

To thy vacant vision dim. 

That the deathly rain should, 

For thy sake, encompass Him? 

That the master-word should lie 
A silence— while His own 

PhMseeded harmony — 

The fiuntest echo of His lightest tone 
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Is sweeping in a choral thiuuph by ? 
Awake I emit a cry I 
And say, albeit used 
From Adam's amdent years 
To falls of briny tears, 
To £requent sighs unloosed. 
Caught back to press again 
On bosoms zoned with pain ^ 
To corses stili and sullen 
The shine and music duUmg 
With closed eyes and ears, 
That nothing sweet can enter — 
Commoving thee no less 
With that forced quietness. 
Than earthquakes in 1% centre 
Thou hast not learnt to bear 
This new divine despair I 
These tears that smk into thee, 
These dying eyes that view thee 
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Hub dropped blood fnm. lifted rood^ 
They darken and undo thee I 

Thou canst not, pres^tly, sustain this corse I 
Cry, cry, thou hast not force ! 
Ciy ; ihoa woulikt fiuner keep 
Thy hopekss chameis deep— 
Thyself a general tomb — 
Whefe first and aeoond Deaths 
Sit gasing iac» to £sGe» 
And mar each other's breaths — 

While silent bones through all the place, 

'Nealh sun and mouu do faintly glisten, 
And seem to lie and liatan 

For the tranqp of the ooinmg Doool 

bit not meet 
That they who erat the Eden Ihut did eat. 
Should champ the ashes ? 
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That they who wrapt them in the thunder-cloudy 

Should wear it as a shroud* 

Perishing by its Hashes ? 
That they who vexed the lion, should be rent ? — 
Cry, cry — "I will sustain my punishment, 
The sin being mine I but take away from me 
This visioned Dread — > this Man — this Deity.'* 

The Earth. I have groaned ~ I have travailed — 1 am 

weary — 

I am blind ^ with mme own grief, and cannot 

As dear-eyed angels can. His agony : 
And what I see^ I also can sustain. 
Because His power protects me fhmi His pain* 
I have groaned — I have travailed — I am 

weary — 
I am very dreary, 
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Hearkening the thick sobs of my children's heart : 

Aad can I say " Depart,** 
To that Atoner making calm and free ? 

Am I a God as He» 
To lay down peace and joy as willingly ? 

Ador. He looked for some to pity. There is none I 
All pity is within Him, and not for Him I 
His earth iron under Him ; and o'er Him 

His skies are brass I 

His' seraphs cry ^ Alas ' 
With hallelujah yoice that cannot weep : 
And nuuiifor whom the dreadful work is done— 

Scornful voices from the Eartk, If verily this be th* 

Eternal's son — r 

Adar, Thou hearest I man is grateful I 

Zerah. Cm I hear, 
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Nor darken into man ? nor cease for ever 
My seraph amile to wear? 

Was it for such> 
It pleased Him to overleap 
His glory with His love^ and sever 
From the God-light and the throne. 
And all angels bowed down — 
For whom His every look did touch 
New notes of joy from th' unworn string 
Of an eternal worshipping? 
For such, He left His heaven ? 
There, though never bought by blood 
And tears, we gave Him gratitude I 
We loved him ihm, though unforgiven I 

The light is riven 
Above around, 
And downwardly in lurid ^agments flung, 
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That catch the mA^^m pinnacle and Btream, 

With momentary gleams 
Then perish in the water and the ground ! 

River and waterfall^ 

Forest and wilderness, 
Mountaui and city, are together wrung 
Into one shape, and that is shapelessness — 

The darkness stands Ibr aSL 



Adar. The pathos hath the day undone f 
The death-look of His eyes 
Hath overoome the suiiy 
And made it sicken in its narrow skies — 
But not to death I ■ - ■ 

2^ah* He iHetli I Through the dark, 

He still, He only, is discemihle 
The har^ hands and feet tranalixed slark> — 
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The oountenanoe of patient anguisb white^ — 

Do make, themselves, a light 
More dreadful than the glooms which roond 
them dwell. 

And thereiu do they shine. 

Ador, God I Father-God I 

Perpetual Radianoe on the radiant throne ! 
Lift up the lids of inward Deity, 
flashing abroad 
Thy burning Infinite 1 
Light up this dark, where there is nought to see. 
Except the ummagined agony 
Upon the sinless forehead of thy Sou I 

Zerah* God t tarry not I Behold, enow 
Hath He wandered as a stranger, 
Groaned as a victim] Thou, 
Appear for Him, O Father I 
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Appear for Him, Avenger I 
Appear for Him, just One and holy One ; 

For He is holy and just ! 
At once the darkneaa and the evil scatter^ 
And from His being strike and break 
And hurl aback to ancient diiaty 
These mortab that make blasphemies 
With their made breath I this earth and skies 
That only grow a little dim, 
hiet;mg their curse on Him I 
But Him of all forsaken, 
Of creature and of brother^ 
Never wilt Thou forsake I 
Thy living and Thy loving caimot slacken 
Their firm essential hold upon each other — 
And well Thou dost remember how His part 
Was still to lie upon Thy breast, and be 
Partaker of the light that dwelt in Thee 
Ere sun or seraph shone I 
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And how while silence tremhled round the throne. 
Thou countedst by the beatings of His hearty 
The moments of Thine own eternity I 
Awaken» 

O right Hand with the lightnings I Again gatJier 
His glory to thy glory t What estranger — 
What iU most strong in eyil» can be thrust 
Between the &ithfiil Father and the Son ? 

Appear for Him, O Father I 

Appear for Him, Avenger I 
Appear for Him, just One and holy One ! — 

For He is holy and just. 

Ador. Thy face, upturned toward the throne, is dark— 
Thou hast no answer, Zerah. 

Zerah. No reply,-— 

O unforsaking Father ? — 
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AdoT. Harkt 
Instead of downward voice, a cry 
Is uttered ftom beneath I 



Zarah. And by a sharper BOimd than deatli» 

Mme immortality is riven ! 
The heavy darkness which doth tent the sky. 
Floats hackwaxd as by a sudden wind — 

But I see no light behind ! 
But I feel the farthest stars are all 

Pierced and shaken — 
And I know a shadow sad and broad, 

Dodi fan*- doth fall 
On our vacant thrones in heaven I 

Voice from tite Cross, My God» my God, 

Why hast Thou me forsaken ? 



7^.£SiiHft. Ahmel Ahmel Ahmel thedreadfdlwhy! 
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My sin is on Thee, sinless One I Thou art 

God-orphaned, for my burden on Thy head. 

Dark sin I white innocence I endurance dread ! 

Be stilly within your sltroads, my buried dead-^ 
Nor work with tius quick horror round mine heart ! 

Zerak, Me hath forsaken Him / — I perish— 

Adt»'. Hold 

Upon His name I We perish not. Of old 
His win 



Zerah, I seek it through the mysteries dim— 

MyGod» myGodI where is it? Doth that 
curse^ 

Reverberate, spare seraph or universe ? 
Me hath forsaken Mim* 



And Mb is true t 



\ 

i 



72 THE SERAPHIM. 

Anffel Vtrieei. We faint — we droop — 

Our love doth tremble like fear — 



Voices (f fallen Angeh^from the earth. Do we pre- 
vail? 

Or are we lost ? — Hath not the ill we did 

Been heretofore our good? 
Is it not ill, that One^ all sinlessy should 
Hang heavy with all curses, on a cross ? 
Nathless, that cry! — with huddled faces hid 
Within the empty graves which men did scoop 
To hold more damned dead, we shudder through 

Our triumph, or— our loss ! 



Voice from the Croee. It is finished. 

Zerak. Hark, again 1 

Like a victor, speaks the Slain — 



I 



■ i 
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Angel wnkeB. Ffaushed be the trembling vain 1 

Adair, Upward^ like a loved Son, 

Looketh the erst orphaned One — 

Angel voms, Euushed is the mystic pain ! 

Voices of Fallen Angels* His deathly forehead at the 

word» 

Gleameth like a seraph sword I 

Angel voioee. Finished is the demon reign I 

Ador* His breath, as living God, createth — 
His breath, as dying man, completeth I 

Angd voieee. Finished work His hands sustain. 

Zerah, Makerl Sacrifice I before Thee 
Shall a never finished glory,—* 

Angel voices. Never finished praise remain ! 
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EarUu In mme andenl sepnlcliresy 

Mine Adam, dead nx thoasand yean, 
Unwakened by the uiuTerse's 
Everlaatiiig moan 

Aye his ghastly silenoey mocking — 
Unwakened by his children's knocking 
'Gainst his old sepulchral stone — 
" Adam, Adam I thou didst curse us — 

Thy curse is on us yet ! " 

Unwakened by the ceaseless tears 
Wherewith they made his cerement wet — 
Starts wHih sadden HfB» and hears 
Tlirottgh the sh>w dropping of the cavemed eaves,— 

Angel voices, finished is his bane ! 

Voice from tlie Cross. My Fathbe ! to thine 

HANDS MY SPIRIT IS GIVEN I 

Adar. Hear the wailing winds that be 
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By wings of unclean spirits made I 
They, in that last loolLy surveyed 
The love they lost in losing heaven,*— 

And passionately flee I 
With a cry that threadeth clear 
The natural storms — though thei/ are lifting 
God's Strang oedar-roots like leaves — 
(What time from a hundred graves 
Gleamingly the dead arise, 
Viewing with their death-calmed eyes 
The wild tunnoil) — and downward rifting 
Mountain rocks to valley swards. 
There to meet the earthquake sound 
Hurtling neath the hollow ground I — 
Hear the wail o* the Spirits 1 hear I — 

Zerah* 1 hear dlimeAe memory His words f 



E 2 
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TU£ £FILOGU£. 

My song is done I 
My voice that long hath faltered shall be stilL 
The mystic darkness drops from Calvary's hill^ 
luto the common light of this day 's sun I— 

I see no more Thy cross, O lioly Slain I 
I hear no more the beat and tnrbulence 

Of startled elements 
That felt thy countenance loo tdU — nor yell 
Of demons sweeping past it to their prison ! 
The skies, that turned to darknesa with Thy 

pain, 

Make now a summer*s day, — 

And on my changed ear, that Sabbath bell 
Reoordeth Christ is risen !— 

And I ah I what am I 
To counterfeit with faculty earth-darkened 
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Seraphic brows of light, 
And seraph language never used or hearkened ? 
All me I wliat word ihai Seraphs say, could come 
From mouth so used to sighs— so soon to He 
Sighlessy because then breathless, In the tomb ?— 

Bright ministers oi God and grace I — of grace 
Because of God I — whether ye bow adown, 
In your own heaven, before the living face 
Of Hun who died* and deathless wears the 
crown 

Or whether at this hour, ye h^ly are 
Anear, annmd me^ hidmg m the night 
Of this permit!^ ignorance, your light— 

This feebleness to spare — 
Forgive, that my low earthly heart should dare 
Shape images oi" uniiicaruate spirits, 

And lay upon thdr homing lips a thought 
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Damp with the weeping which mine earth in- 
herits I— 

And while ye find in such boane nuuic wrought 
To copy yours, a oideooe all the while 
Of sin and sorrow— only pitying smile t — 
Ye know to pity » well I — 

/too may haply smUe another day. 
At the feur recoUection of this lay — 
When God may call me in your midst to dwell. 
And heai' your most sweet music's miracle, 
And see your shining fiMesI May it be ! 
For His remembered sake — the Slain on rood — 
Who rolled His etrthly garment iii red blood. 
That feeble ones, the firail and faint like me, 
Before His heavenly throne should walk in 
white! 
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— — O be wiser tliou, 
Instructed that trae knowledgo leads to love* 

Wordsworth* 
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FA&T THE FIRST. 



8H0WIN0 WHSREFORE TlIE VUW WAS UADE* 



£v£ is a twofold mystery — ' 
The stillness Earth doth keep — 

The motion wherewith human souls 
Toward eaeh other leap — 

Aa if all spirits whidi Earth inheritSy 
Foreknew they paH m deq^. 

The rowers lift their oars to view 
Each other in the sea; 
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The iBiidsmen watch the rocking boats. 

In a pleasant company ; 
While up the hill go gladlier still 

Dear friends by two and three. 

The peasant's wife hath looked without 

Her cottage door and smiled I 
The peasant, 'stead of scythe or spade. 

Doth dasp his youngest child 
Which hath no speech, but its hands can reach 

And stroke his forehead mild* 

* 

A poet sate that eventide 

Within his hall alone, 
As silent as its ancient lords 

In their coffined place of stone ; 

When the bat hath shrunk from the praying 

« 

monk — 
And the praying monk is gone. 
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Nor wore ihe dead a staler foce 

Beneaih the oeremeni's roll: 
Hia lip seemed carved to an eadless thought 

No language dared coutroui ; 
And his steadfast eye burnt inwardly, 

As gating on his souL 

You would uot deem thtfc brow could e er 

Ungentle moods expiess : 
Yet seemed ft in th» troubled world. 

Too cafan for gentienesal 
The star that shines from far. 

Shines trembling ne'ertheless. 

It lacked— all need — the softening light 

Which other brows supply : 
We should coujoin the scathed trunks 

Of our humam^» 
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That each leafless spnj entwined may 
Look softer 'gainst the sky. 

None gazed within the poet's face 

The poet gazed in none I 
He threw a lonely shadow aye 

In light of moon and sun, 
Affirontmg nature's heaven^lwemng creatures 

With wrong to nature done. 



Yea, and this poet daringly. 

The nature at his heart. 
And that quick tune along his veins 

He could not change by art, 
Had vowed his blood of brotherhood 

Unto a lonely part 

He vowed not in fear or wrath, 
Or grief's fantastic whim : 
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But when the weights and shows of things 

Too closely compassed hun^ 
On his soul's eyelid the pressure slid. 

And made its vision fiinr^^ 

He held his soul above his clay 

Twizt earth and sea and sky, 
T imbue with shade and wave and cbud 

Itsimmortaliiy— 
But the mortal things fell ^m its wings 

And left them hot and diy« 

He bathed it in the sea of thought, 

Unsensual, rolling aye — 
Where God's unwaning countenauce 

Overhung a moonlike sway — 
But the tide was dark with the serpent s mark, 

And God's was turned away. 
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He looked on all things beautiful. 
The shadow o'er them lying — 

Gave ear to all things muBicaly 
Whose loudest note is sighing — 

He sliook to the tone of creation's groan. 
And the voice of Death replying* 

He cried — O toucbing, patient Earth, 

That weepest in thy glee I 
Whom God created very good, 

And very mournful, we ! 
Thy voice of moan doth reach His throne, 

As Abel's rose from «ft«e. 



O deep tmsensual sea of thought. 
That darkenest to and fro— 

Whose waters are unsilent clouds 
Where eagles dare not go I 
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O motion wild I O wave defiled I 
Our curse hath made thee so. 

We ! and owr curse I Du / partake 

The dreary, cruel sin ? 
Have /the apple at my lips ? 

The money4u8t within ? 
Do / human stand with the wronging hand, 

To the blasting heart akin ? — 

Thou solemn pathos of all things I 

Ye things of sense and mind I 
Behold I subdued to your cause, 

An holy wrath I find ; 
And for your sake the bondage break. 

That knita me to my kind* 

Hear me forswear man's sympathies. 
His pleasant yea and no — 
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His hot on the piteous earth 
Whereon his thistles grow — 

His changing love — with stars above ! 
IBs pride — mAi gnyes below I — 

Hear me forswear his roof by night — 
His bread and salt by day — 

His talkings at the lighted hearth — 
His greetings by the way — 

His musing looks — his systemed books — 
jUI math for aye and aye I 

That so my piurged» once human Hearty 

From all the human rent. 
May galiher strength to pledge and drink 

Your wine of wonderment; 
While you pardon me, all blessingly. 
The woe mine Adam sent. 
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And I shall feel your unseen smiles^ 

Innumerous, fixed, deep» 
As soft as haunted Adam once, 

Though sadder, round me creep ; — 
As slumbering men have mystic ken 

That others watch tiieir sleep. 

And ever, when I lift my brow 

Toward the setting sun, 
No voice of woman or of child 

Recording < Day is done,' — 
Your silences shall a love express 

More deep than such an one I " 
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PART THE SECOND. 



ftUilWmO TO WHOM TUS VOW WAS DXCLARKO* 



The poet's vow was inly sworn — 

The poet's vow was told : 
He parted Wng Iub crowding firiends 

The silver and the gold. 
They clasped bland his gift» — his hand. 

In a something slacker hold. 

They wended forth, the crowding friends, 
With farewells smooth and kind — 
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Th^ wended forth, the solaced friends, 

And Idt bat twam behind : 
One Wed him true as brothers do» 

And one was Rosalind* 

He said — Mj friends have wended forth. 
With £u'ewells smooth and kind. 

Mine oldest friend I my plighted bride. 
Why linger ye behind ? 

For Roland, let my fidr bride be — 

And mine boose and lands of snoestiy, 
A dower for Rosalind. 

**• And when beside your wassail board 

Ye own a blessed lot, 
I chai^ you, that the giver be 

In aU his gifts forgot I 
Or alone of all his words recall 

These last — Lament me not." 
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She looked at him Bilentlyy 
With her hiige^ dcmbtiiig eyesy — 

Like a child that never knew but love» 
Whom words of wrath surprise — 

Till the rose did break from either cheeky 
And the sudden tears did rise. 

She looked at him monmfully, 
While her large eyes were grown 

Yet larger with the steady tears ; 
Till, all his purpose known. 

She turned slow as she would go — 
The tears were shaken down. — 

She turned slow as she would go, 

Then quickly turned again ; 
And gazing in his &oe to see 

Some fitde touch of pain — 
*^ I thought," she said, — and shook her head, 

The tried speech was Tain 
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^ I thought * but I am half a childy 

And very sage art thou — 
That lookmg on the heaven and earth 

Did keep us soft and low. 
They have drawn my tears i*the springs of years, 

Or ere I wept — as now. 

*^ But now that m ihy face I read 

Their cruel homily, 
Before their beauty I would fain 

Untouched^ unloving be ; 
Could I look upon the senseless 8un» 

As thm canst look on me. 

And couldest thou as calmly view 

Thy childhood's far abode, 
Where little footsteps mixed with thine 

Upon the graasy sod ? 
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And thy mother's look on holy book 
Fell, like a thought of God ? 



O brother 1 — called so^ ere her last 
Explaining words were said! — 

0 fellow^watcher in her room* 
With hushed Toice and tread ! — 

What fnend did stand with clasped hand 
In thine, beside the dead? 

1 will not live Sir Roland's bride. 

Nor rule that casile old I 
Thus crush I ^neath my parting leet. 

The deeds of hill and wold* 

The tears I weq>» are mine to keep. 

And worthier than thy gold." 
* « « # • 
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The poet and Sir Roland stood 
Alone^ eaclk turned to each ; 

Till Roland brake the silence left 
By that soft-throbbing speech — 
" Poor heart 1 " he cried, " it vainly tried 
The distant heart to reach I 

^ And thon, O distanty nnfiil heart, 
That dimbest up so high, 
To wrap and blind thee with the snows 
That cause to dream and die— 

What blessing can, from lips of man, 
Approach thee with his sigh ? — 

Ay I what from earth — create for man, 
And moaning in his moan ? 

From mystic truths — revealed to man — 
That use his human tone ? 
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Frcmi tiie Spirits swea, that show in lieayen, 
A MAN upon the throne? — 

s 

A man on earth H£ wandered once^ 

All meek and undefiled ; 
And those who loved him, said he wept — 

None ever said he smiled -r- 
Yet there might have been a smile unseen, 

As he clasped that blessed child; 

** And now he pleadeth up in heaven 

For our bmnanities. 
Till the ruddy light on seraphs* wings, 

In pale emotion dies. 
They can better bear his Godhead's glare, 

Than the pathos of his eyes I 

I will go pray that God in man, 
With bowed &oe and knee^ 
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To teach thee on the earth hb made^ 
His Imger's print to see ; 

But plainer yet the blood-stain wet 
His manhood ie& ibr tAee / 



So» for the sake of that dear blood 

God-shed, and human e'er, 
Tearsy like it» moist and wann with lov<v 

Thy reverent eyes may wear> 
To see V the fiice of Adam's raise 

The nature God doth share." 



I heard,'* the poet said, thy voice 

As dimly as thy bi^ath I 
It sounded like the noise of life 

To one anear his death — 
Or waves that £ul to stir the pale 

Sere leaf they roll beneath. 
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^ For wbile it sounded, I was Vare, — 
Stfetched round me like a mist ^ 
Of white cold palms of creatures high. 

Confused, and never wist I 
0*er mine heart they bowed their foreheads 
proud, 

And stilled it while they kist. 

" The castle and its lands are thine — 
The poor's— thy wish be donel 

6e^ man ! go, Roland I —I abide 
r the mined hall, alone — 

The wind and rain have washed the stain 
Men worked in its stone." 



r 
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PART THE THIRD. 



SUOWtMO HOW THE VOW WAS KtFT, 



He dwelt alone, and sun and moon, 

Perpetual witness made 
Of his repented humanness — 

Until they seemed to fade. 
His face did so ; for he did grow 

Of his own soul afraid. 

The self-poised God may dwell alone 
In inward glorying — 
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But raptest angel waiteth for 

His brother's voice to sing I 
And a lonely creature of sinful nature — 

It is an awfiii thing I 

£*en to himself an awful thing, 

While many years did roll. 
He bore that crushing solitude — 

A part beneath the whole — 

That pressure of God's infinite 

Upon his finite souL 
« * # • * 

♦ # # * • 

The poet at his lafefciee sate, 
And downward looked he — 

Three Christians passed by to prayers. 
With mute ones in their ee» 
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Each turned above a face of love, 
And called blm to the fiur chapiUe 

Unth voice more tuneful than its bell — 
But still they wended three I 

There passed by a bridal pompi 
A bridegroom and his dame — 

She speaketh low for happiness. 
She blusheth red for shame« — 

But never a tone of beniaou 

From out the lattice came t 

A little child with inward songy 

No louder noise to daroi 
Stood near the wall to see at play 

The lizards green and rare— 
Unblessed the while for his childish smile 
Which Cometh unaware I 
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PART THE FOURTH, 



SBOWmO HOW ROtAUND WAMMD BY THE KItPiNG OV THl VOW* 



In death-sheets lieth Rosalind^ 

Ab white and stall as they ; 
And the old nurae that watcheth her. 

Rose up with *^ Well-^nlayl " 
And oped the casement to let in 
The sun, and that sweet doubtM din 
Which droppeth from the grass and bough 
Sans wind aud bird — none knoweth how — 

To clieer her as she lay» 

F 5 
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The old niunse started when she saw 

Her sudden look of woe I 
But the quick wan tremblings round her mouth 

In a meek smile did go ; 
And cahn she said — 'When I am dead. 

Dear nurse, it sluUl be so I 

" But now, shut out those sights and sounds, 

And pray God pardon me, 
Hiat I without this pain, no more 

His blessed works can see I 
And lean beside m^ loving nnrse, 
That thou miyest hear* ere I am wors^ 

What thy last love must be," 

The loving nurse leant over her, 

As white ^e lay beneath — 
The old eyes searching — dim with life 

The young ones dun with death, — 
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To read their look, if soimd teiook 
The trying ticaibiing hmlli 

« men aD ibis teUe fareaftk is 
And I on Iner am laid. 
My tiesses smoothed for uever a feast. 

My body in shroud arrayed — 
Uplift each palm m a saiutly calm. 
As if that still I prayed* 

And heap benealh mine head the flomren 

I loved when a child* — 
Hie little white floweia fnm the wood» 

Which grow there thick and wild — 
Whkh 1 plucked for l/W, and thy gramercy 

The pleasant toil b^uiled. 

« Weep not I / weep noi 1 Death is ittong 
The eyes of Death are dry ; — 
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But lay this scroll upon my breast 
When hushed its heaviugs lie ; 

And wait awhile for the corpse's smUe 
Which shineth presently. 

" And when it shineth, strwghtway call 
Thy youngest children dear; 

And bid them gently cany me 
Barefaced on the bier 

But bid them pass my kirkyard grass 
That waveth long anear. 

« And up the bank where I used to sit 
And.dream what life would he, 

Along the brook, with its sunny look 
Akin to living glee— 

O'er the wmdy hill, through the forest still, 
Lt t them gently carry me. " 
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And when they near the ruined hall. 

In silence let them lay 
The bier before the barred door, 

And silent wend away — 
For there, alone with the lifeless one. 

The living God must ata) 

The old nurae looked in her eyes, 

Whose mutual look was gone, — 
The old nurse stooped to her mouth, 

Whose answering voice was donOii— - 
And nought she heard, till a Uttle bird 

Upon the casement s woodbine swinging, 
Broke out into a loud sweet singing 

For joy o* the summer sun I 
Alack ! alack 1" — she watched no more — 

With head on knee she wailed sore ; 
And the little bird sang o*er and o'er 

For joy o* the sommer sun ! 
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FART TH£ FIFTH. 



SHtmniG aow tbb tow was noKBit. 



The poet oped Ids barred door^ 

The nudniglit tikj to view. 
A spirit-feel was in the air 

Which seemed to touch his spirit bare 

Whenever his breath he drew : 
And the stars a liquid softness had. 
As alone their holiness forbade 
Their falling with the dew. 
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They shine upon the fixed hilb — 
Upon the running tide ; — 

Th^ shine upon the forest leaves. 
And the httle mosses pied ; — 

They shine on every lovely place — 

They shine upon the corpse's face. 
As U were £dr bedde. 

It lay before him, hi]iiuuilike» 

Yet so unlike a thmg f 
More awful in its shrouded pomp 

Than any crowned king I 
All calm and cold, as it did hold, 

Some secret, glorying* . 

A heavier, weight than of its day 
Clung to his heart and knee ! 

As if those joined palms could strike, 
He staggered groaningly 
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A"rt then u eriiuiig;, without a groau> 
The meek close mouth that smikdmhme^ 
Wluwe speech the scroll must be. 



TU£ WORD:> OF ROSALIKD's SCROLL. 

I isKFT thee last, a feeble child. 

In those raaoonbered yean. 
1 come to ihee, a solemn corpse, 

\\ inch neither feels nor iears! 
They laid the death-weights on mine eyes. 

To seal them safe from tears ! 

^ Look on me with thine own calm look — 

I meet it calm as thou f 
No look of thine can coange ikis smile. 

Or break thy sinful yow : 
My silent heart, of thine earth, is part — 

It ciinnot love thee uow. 
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« But oiity alas I these words are writ 

By a iiving bving qd^ 
Adown whose cheeks, the proofs of life, 

The human teaxs do run. 
Ah I let th' unloving corpse controul 
Thy thought toward the loving sonl 

Whose pla<$e of rest is won I 

I haye prayed for thee with the wailing voice 
Thy monory drew from me ! 

1 have prayed for thee with the moveless hps, 

In the anguish none could see I 
They whispered oft, ^ She sleepeth soft' — 

But I only prayed for M«e. 

Go tol I pray for thee no more~ 
The corpse's tongue is still t 
Albeit its palms may point to heaven, 
They point there stif and chill I 
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No £uiher woe, £rom the sin below, 
Its tranquil heart can tbiilL 

I charge thee, by the Ihiiig's prayer, 

The corpae'a lalffmtniPiw — 
To wring firmn out thy proper soul 

A prayer our God shall bless I 
i^est the hea¥^-pahn droop within my hand. 
And pale among the saints 1 stand, 

A saint compaoionless." 



Bow lower down before the throne, 

Trimnphant Rosalind I 
He bowedi on thy ccwpse his fhoe — 

He weepedi as the blind. 
Twas a dread sight to see them so — 
for the senseless corpse rocked to and fro, 

With the wail of his living mind. 
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But dresder sight, could sach be seen. 

His liTUig mind did lie ; 
Whose long-subjected humamiess 

Gave out its lion ciy^ 
And fiercely rent its tenement 

In a mortal agony I 

♦ 

I tell you, friends^ had you heard his wail, 
'Twould haunt you in court and nuuri^ 

And in merry feast» until you set 
Your cup down to depart — 

That weeping wild of a grieved child 
From a proud man s broken heart. 

O broken heart I O broken vow, 
That wore no proud a feature I 

God, grasping as a thunderbolt 
xlis own renounced nature^ 
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Smote him therewith — i* ihe joeseooe high 
Of his so worshipped earth and sky 
That looked on all with silent eye — 
A wailing human creature. 

Yea I and a human one too weak 

To bear his human pain — 
(May Heaven's dear grace have spoken peace 

To his dying heart and hrain I ) 
For when they came at dawn of day 
To lift the lady's corpse away. 

Her bier was holding twain. 

They dug beneath the kirkyard grass. 

For both one dwelling deep : 
And after many years were donc^ 
Sir Roland bnraght his little son 

To watch the funeral heap. 
And, when the happy boy would rather 
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Turn upward his blithe eyes to see 
The wood-dores nodding from the tree — 
Nay» boy, look downward I '* said his father ; 

And hold it in thy constant ken. 
That God's own everlastingness 
(One making one with strong compress) 

Man's sympathies dotli keep I 
Thou mayst not mik like other men, 

Yet like them tiiou must weqt/* 
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Can my affections find out nothing b^t 
But still and still remove 1 «— 

Qqablbb. 
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I FiiAXT a tree whose leaf 

The cypress leaf will suit ; 
And when its shade is o'er yon laid» 

Turn ye and pluck the fruit I 
Now reach mine harp from off the waU 

Where shines the sun aslant :, 
The sun may shine and we he cold — 
O hearken, loving lieaxts and bold, - 

Unto my wild romaunt» 

Margret, MargreL 



TH£ ROMAUJ^T OF MARGE£T. 

Sittelih the fair ladyd 
Close to the river side^ 
Which runneth on with a merry tone^ 
Her merry thoughts to guide. 
It runneth through the trees. 
It runneth by the hill 
Nathless the ladye s thoughts have found 
A way more pleasant stilL — 

Margiety Maigret 

The night is in her hair, 
And giveth shade to shade ; 
And the pale moonlight, on her torehead white, 
Like a spirit's hand is Laid : — 
Her lips part with a smile, 
Instead of speakings done — 
I ween she thinketh of a vcnce^ 
Alheit uttering none ! 

Margret, Margret! 
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All little birds do nl 
With hflods beneath their wings — * 
Nature doth seem in a mystic dream. 
Apart from her living things. 
That dream by that ladyd 
I ween is impartook ; 
For she louketk to the high cold stars, 
Wilh a tender hmnan look 1 

Margret, Margretl 

The ladye's shadow lies 
Upon the running rhrer. 
It Ueth no less in its quietnessi 
i^or that which resteth never: 
Most like a trusting heart 
Upon a passing faith, — 
Or as upon the course of life, 
The stedtet doom of deadi ! 

Margrety Margret 
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The ladye doth not more — 
The kdye doth not dream — 
Yet she seeth her shade no longer laid 
In rest upon the stream I 
It sLaketh without wind — 
It parted from the tide — > 
It stoadelih upright in the eleft moonlight — 
It sitteth at her side, 

Margrety Maigretl 



Look in its face, lady^» 

And keep thee from thy swound I 
With a spirit bold, thy pulses hold, 
And hear its voice's sound I 
For so will sound thy Tmee» 
When thy face is to the wall ; 
And such will be thy £aoe» ladye^ 

When the maidens work thy pall — 

Margret, Margret. 
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Am 1 not like to thee ?**— 

The voice was calm and low — 
And between each word tlim seemed heard 
The imiverae's flowl — 
H^ake mau tufo^ the Uke! 
By which myaterioua ]aw> 
Mine eyes horn thine, my lips from thine. 
The light and breath may draw." 

Margret, MargreU 

My lips do need thy brealJi, 
My Hps do need thy smile, — 
And my pale deep eyne, that light in thine, 

Which met the stars erewhile — 
Yet go with light and life, 

If that thou iovest one 
In all the earth, who loveth thee 
More truly than the sun." 

Margret, Margretl 
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Her cheek had waxed whiter 
As dood at Mi of aiiow I 

Then like to one at set of sun. 
It waxed red also I — 
For love's name maketh bold. 
As if the loved were near I 
And sighed she die deep long sigh 
Which Cometh after fear* 

Maxgrety Margxetl 

Now sooth I fear thee not-^ 
Shall never fear thee now V* 
(And a noble sight was the sudden light 

Which lit her lifted brow I) 
*^ Can earth he dry of streams ; 

Or hearts^ of IfyveP^^she said^ 
Who doobteth love» can know not love — 
He is already dead I " 

Margreti Maigiet 
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*f J. have" — and here her Ups 

Some word in pause did keep ; 
And gave the while a quiet smiley 
As if they paused in sleep ! — 
I have — a brother dear, 
A knight of knightly fame ! 
I bmidered him a knightly scarf 
With letters of my name.'* 

Margret, Margret* 

" I fed his grey goss hawk — 

I kissed his fierce bloodhoCtod— 

I sate at home when he might COTie, 
And caught his bom's far somid — 
I sang him songs of eld, 

I poured him the red wine— 

* 

He looked from the cup and said, 
1 love theCi sister mine ! " — 

Margret, Margret. 
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IT trembled on the grass. 
With a low shadowy laughter 1 
The sounding river which rolled erer. 

Stood dumb and stagnant after. 
" Brave knight thy brother is I 

But better loveth he 
Thy poured wine ihm chanted song ; 
And better both, ihan thee I" 

Margret, Margret. 

The ladye did not heed 
The river's silence ; while 
Her own thoughts still ran at their wiU^ 
And calm was still her smile. 
My little sister wears 

The look our mother wore ! 
I smooih her locks with a golden comb 
I bless her evennore I*' 

Margrety Maigret. 
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I gave her my tot bird» 

When first my voice it knew — 
I made her share my posies rare, 
And told her where they grew. 
I taught her (jod*s dear name — 
God's worthy praise, to tell ! 
She looked from heaven into my face. 
And saidy I love thee welL" 

Margrety Margret. 



IT trembled on the grass, 

With a low shadowy laughter — 
You could see each bird, as it woke and stared 

Through the shrivelled tree-leaves, after I 
« Fair child thy sister is I 

But better loveth she 
Thy golden comb than thy posied flowers— 

And better both^ than thee 1 " 

Margret, Margret. 

o5 
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The ladye did not heed 

The withering on the bough I 
Still cahn her smile, albeit the while 
A liftde pale her brow. 
I have a fiiOier old. 

The lord of andent halls ^ 
An hundred friends are m his courts 
Yet only ne he calls." 

Margrety Margret. 

" An hundred knights are in his court ; 

Yet read I by his ioiee: 
And when lbr& they go to the tourney siiow, 

I rise not up to see. 
Tis a weary book to fead~ 

My trysts at set of stm I — 
Bvt dear and loving 'neath the stars^ 

Hifi blessing when I've done*" 

Margret, Margret. 
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IT traBUed on the grass, 
M^ih a low shadowy kughler— 
And moon and star, most bright and far. 
Did shrink and darken after. 

High lord thy father is! 
But better loveth he 
His ancient halls than hundred friends ; 
liia ancient halls than thee." 

Margret, Margret 

The ladye did not heed 
That tiie £eur stars did fail — 
Still cahn her smile, albeit the while ■ 

Nay I — - but she is not pale ! 
*^ I have a more than Mend 

Across the mountaiub dim I 
No other*s voice is soft to me, 
Unless it nameth kirn /" 

Margret, Maiy^ret. 
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Thoi^Ii louder beats 
I know his tread again ! 
And his far plume ayes> unless tamed otoaty, 
For tears do blind me then. 
We brake no gold^ a sign 
Of stxoDger £Euth to be; 
But I wear his last look iu my soul) 
Which said, / ibve M dee r 

Maigrety Margret 

IT trembled on the gras^ 

With a low shadowy laughter — 

The wind did toli^ as a passing soul 
Were sped by church-bell, after I 

And shadows, stead of liglit. 
Fell from the stars above. 

In flakes of darkness on her 

SliU bright with trusting love I 

Margret, Margret 
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" He loved none but thee I 

nai love is traiisient too. 
The wild hawk a bill doth dabble stiU 

r the mouth that vowed the true. 
Will he open his dull eyes> 

When tears fall on his brow? 
Behold ! the death-worm to hi^ iieart 

Is a nearer fhing than thou^** 

Margrek» Margret, 

Her £ioe was' on the ground—- 
None saw the agony I 

But the men at sea did that night agree 
They heard a drowning cry. 
And when the morning brake. 
Fast rolled the river's tide. 
With the green trees waving overhead. 
And a white cme lain beside. 

Margret, Margret- 



THE bqhaunt of biargrbt. 

A knight's bloodhound and he 
The funeral watch did keep — 
With a thought o' the chase he stroked its face, 

As it howled to see him weep. 
A ftir cMd kiued tj^ dead. 

But shrank before tiie cold. 
And akme yet proudly in his hall 
Did stand a banm^ild 

Margrety Margret. ' 

Hang up my harp agam — 
1 have no voice for song I 
Not song but wail, and mourners pale 
Not bardsy to love belong I 
O failing human love I 

O light by darkness known I 
O false, the while thou treadest earth I 
O deaf, beneath the stone ! 

Maigrct, MargreL 
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Nay» friends I no name but HiHf 
Whose name as LovB appears f 
Look up to heaven as God's forgiven^ 

And see it not for tears I 
Yet see with spirit-sight 
Tii' eternal Friend undim, 
Who died for love, and joins above 

* 

All friends who love in him 
And with his pierced hands may he 
The guardian of your clasped ones be — 
Which prayer doth end my lay of thee^ 

Margret, Mai^t! 
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— — to find we profit* 

By liOsxiig of our praters. 

Sbakspsabs. 



ISOBEL'S CHILD. 



To KBt the weary nurse iias gone ; 

An eight-day watdi had she^ 
Rockuig 'neath the sun and moon 

The baby on her knee : 
Till Isobel its mother said 
" The fever waneth — wend to bed— 

Aud imne the watch shall be," 

Wearily tlie nurse did throw 
Her pallet in the darkest place 
Of that sick room, and dreamed. 

And as the gusty wind did blow 

The night-lamp's flame across her face. 
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In her dream the po|dar8 seemed, 
Tbe tiD dark poplan OD the IdH 
To clasp the son in. a wdM coostiaiiity 
TiU his rays dropped firan him* poisd and 
still 

As bioesomg m frost ; and he waned £unt 
i o the colour of moonl^ht whkh doth pass 
Over the iiank ridged churchyard grass I — 

Hie poplara hdd the ran, and he 
Tlie ejes of the norse thaltfaey ahoidd not 
aee^ 

Not for a moment, the babe on her knee^ 
Though she shuddered to feel that it grew too 

chili 

And lay too heavily I — 

She oqI J dreamed : for aD the while 
Twas Lady Isobel that kept 
The little baby; and it slept 
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Fast warn, as if its mother s smile^ 
Full of love's unmefeed weight. 
And red as me of Harpoerate, 
Dropt upon its eyeHda^ pressed 
lid to cheek in that sweet rest ! — 

And more and more smiled Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well — 

She knew not that she smiled ! 
Against the lattice, dull and wild. 
Drive the heavy droning drops, 
Drop by drop, the sonnd being one — 
As momently time's segments fall 
On ih' ear of God who hears throagh all» 

Eternity's unbroken monotone I — 
And more and more smiled Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well — 

She knew uot that she smiled I — ^ 



XSOBEL'S CUIJUD. 

The wind in intermission stops 

Down in the beachen wood- 
Then crieth aloud self-stong^ fletf-driTen, 

And riaeth upward to ita tops. 

Dilating with a tempeat^aool 

Oi gathered sound, the trees that break 
Through theu: own outUne with dark hands, and 
roll 

A ahadow maaam aa m doiid. 

Vocal aa thimder-cloiida in heayen, 
Acroaa the caatie lake ! — 

And mote and more amiled laobel 

To see the baby aleep so well — 

She knew not that she smiled — 
She knew not that the storm was wild. 
Through that uproar she could not hear 
The caatie dock whidi atmck anear-^ 

She beard thelow^ light breaching of her child. 
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O sight for wonderiiig look I — 
While th* external nature broke 
Into such abandonment — 
While the very ndst^ heaiWent 
By the tighlnmg^ and the Bhadow» 
Shed distortedly above 
Sloping hill and lake and meadow, — 
Seemed as they all did move 
Against nature, with a din — 
A sense of silence seemed to come 
From things wilihoat» and enter in 

The hmnan creature's rooml — 

So motionless she sate. 
The babe asleep upon her knees, — 
You might have dreamed their souls had 
gone 

Away to tkmgs inanimate, 

To work in such, a life and mora; 



ISOBEL'S CHILD. 

And that their bodies had ta'en back 
In mystic change, all silences 
That cross the sky in cloudy rack^ 
Or haply dwell beneath the ground 
In waters safe from tbeir own sound! — 

Only she wore 
The deepening snule I named before — 
And that a deepening love expressed— 
And who at once can love and rest ? — 

In sooth the smile that then was keeping 
Watdi upon ihe haby sleeping. 
Floated with its tender light 
Downward from the dropped eyes. 
Upward from the lips apart» 
Over cheeks which had grown while 

With an eight-day weepings 
All smiles come in such a wise,. 
Where tears shall fall, or have of old — 
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Like northern lights that shoot athwart 
The heavens, to token coid I 

MolionleBs she sate ! ^ 
The hair had fallen by Hs weight 
On either aide the smile^ and lay 
Very blackly on the ann 
Where the baby nestled warm! — 
Pale as baby carved in stone 
And seen by glimpses oi the moon 

In a dark eaihedral aisle I — 
But through the storm no moonbeam fell 
Upon the child of Isobel — 
I ween you saw it by the ray 

Alone of her still smile. 

'Tis aye a solemn thing to me 

To look upon a babe that sleeps — 

M 



ISOBEL^S CHILD. 

Wctto^ in its ipBni-dM|is 
The mmvealed njatnj 

Of its Adam's taint and woe, 
W hich, when they revealed be, 
\V ill nut let it slumber so ! 
Ljing new in life banwlh 
The ahadoir of die coming death. 
With tint soft low qiDel hrondi, 

AsifilfekthesaD! — 
Knofwiag an things bj their blooms, 
Not their roota 1 —yea i — sun and sky, 
Only by the warmth that comes 
Out of each ! — earth, only by 
The pknant kies that oV it nm I — 
And hnman love, by drops of sweet 
White nomishment still hanging roimd 
The little month so slnmbei^bouid ! — 
All which broken seotien^ 
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Will gatlur and unite and dimb 

To an inmiortality 

Good or evil, each sablutte. 

Through life and dealii to life again ! — 

O little lidsy now closed fast I 

Must ye learn to drop at la^t 

Our large and burning tears ? — 

O waim quick body ! must ihoa lie. 

When is done the round of years^ 

Bare of all the jey and pain* 

Dust in dust— thy plaoe upgiving 

To creeping worms in sentient living ? — 

0 small frail being I wilt thuu staud 

At God's right hand, — 
Lifting up those deeping eyeSy 
Dilated by sublimeat desfcinieB, 
In endlesa mking? Thrones and Seraphim, 
Through tihe long ranks of their solesuiities. 
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Smming thee with cahn looks of Heaveii's nir- 
prise— 
7% look alone on Him f — 

Or else, self-willed to the Godless place, 
(Gud keep thy will 1} feel timie own energies, 
CoM, strong, objectless, like a dead man's dasp^ 
The sle^lesB deathless life within thee, grasp ? 
While myriad fms like one changeless face^ 
With woe noi lone% shall glass thee everywhere* 
And overcome thee with thine own despair ? — 

More soft, less solemn images 
Drifted o'er the lady's heart, 

Silently as snow ! 
She had seen dght days depart 
Hoar hy hour, on bended knees. 
With pale-wrong hands and prayings low 
And broken — through which came the sound 
Of tears that fell against the ground, 
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Maldng sad stopsi Jhar Lord» dear 
lojrdr 

She aye had prayed — (the heavenly word, 
Broken by an earthly sigh i ) 
^ Thou, who didst not erst deny 
The mother-joy to Mary mild 
Blessed in the blessed child — 
Hearkening in meek babyhood 
Her cradle>hymn, albdt used 
To all that music interfused 
In breasts of angels high and good I 
Oh, take not, Lord, my babe away — 
Oh, take not to thy songful heaven, 
The pretty baby thou hast given ; 
Or ere that I have seen him play 
Around his £iither^8 knees, and known 
That he knew how my love hath gone 

From ail the world to him ! 
And how that I shall shiver, dim 



ISOBEL'S CHILD. 

In the Mitbiae» tlwnhing e*er 

The grave-graBS keeps ifc:ftQii his fm 

Still cheeks 1 and feel at every tread 

His little body which, is dead 

And hidden in the turiy ioid^ 

Doth make the whole warm earth a'cold ! 

0 God I I am so young, so young — 

1 am not used to tears at nights 
Instead of slimiber-**-]ior to prayer 
With shaken Hps and hands ont^wnmg I 
Thou knowest all my prayings were 

* 1 bless thee, God» tor past delights^ 
Thank God ! ' I am not used to buar 
Hard thoughts of death! Tlie earth doth 
eova" 

No Ihoe £rom me of finend or lover I 
And must the first who teachelh me 
The form of shrouds and funerals^ be 
Mine own first-bom beloved? he 
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Who taught me first this mother-lave ? 

Dear Lord, who spreadest out above 

Thy loving pierced hands to meet 
All lifted hearts infth blessing sweet, — 
Pierce not my heart, my tender heart, 
Thou madest tender I Thou who art 
So happy in thy heaven alway. 
Take not mine only bliss away I 

She so had prayed ! And God, who hears 
Thnmgli seraph-songs the sound of tears, 
From that beloved babe had ta'en 
The fever and the beating pain ! 
And more and more smiled Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well — 
She knew not that she smiled I 
Until the pleasant gradual thought 
Which near her heart the smile enwrought 
Soon Btrong enougih her lips to reach, — 
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Now soft and slow, itself did seem 
To float along a blessed dreamy 
Beyond it, into speech ! — 

I prayed for thee, my little child! 
And God hath heard my prayer! 
And when thy habyhood is gone» 

We two together will kneel down 
Upon His earth which will be Dsiir 
To both of us, uot covering thee ; 
And give Him thanhfol praise." 

The rain dri^ea dull and wild! — 
Against the lattioe it drives ! 

1 tliank Him now, that I can think 

Of those same future days — 
Nor from the harmless image shrink 
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Of what I there might see — 
Strange babies on their mothers* knee, 
Whose innocent soft faces might 
From oS mine eyelids strike the light, 

With looks not meant for me I " 

A sound firom somid outliyes — 
Know ye the wind from the rain ? — 

But now together, baby mine^ 
We turn this hope of ours again 
To biiUb neath which we shall entwine 
Our spirits, and so teach each other 
The blessed loves of child and mother I 
Two human loves make one divine I" 

A sound firom sound outlives — 

Know ye the rain from the thunder ? 

H 
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My little cliil4«luit ink tkmehoose? 
What giadneBi» from the gbdncwet 
Futuritj ig sproadiDg imder 
Thy gladsome sight? Beneath the txees, 
Wilt thou sit ail day and lose 
Thy spirit with the mer, seen 
Intennittifliiftly butwceu 
The winding heaefaen alleys? 
like a shephord keeping sheep^ 
Thoa» with only thoughts to keep 
Which m bound will overpass— 
And which are innocent as those 
That feed upon the dewy grass 
Among Arcadian valleys ? " 

The large white owl that with age is blind. 
That hath sate for years in the old tree hollow. 
Is carried away in a gust of wind I 
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His wings could bear him not ai Ikst 

As hie goetih now the lattioe past-^ 

He is borne by the winds I the rains do follow I 

His white wings to the blast out-flowing» 

He hooteth in going> — 
And in the lightuiiigs, coldly glitter 

His round unblinking eyes I 

Or, baby, wilt thou think it filter 
To be eloquent and wise ? 
One upon whose lips the air 
Turns to solemn verities, 

For men to breathe anew, and win 

A deeper-seated lite within ? 

Wilt be a philosopher. 

By w hobe voice the earth and skies 

Shall speak to the unborn? 

Or a poet, braufly spreadmg 

The golden immortalities 
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Of liis own soul on natures lorn 
And poor of such ; them all to guard 
From their decay ? beneath his treading, 
Earth's flowers bdng streaked by hues of Edrai ; 
And stars, drawn downward by his looks 
To shine more brighUj in his books ?" 

The tame hawk in the castle-yard^ 
How it screams to the lightning, with its wet 
Jagged plumes overhanging the parapet I 
And at the lady's door the hound 

Beateth with a crying sound I 

But, O my babe» thy hds are laid 

Close, fast upon thy cheek I 
And not a dream of power and sheen 
Can make a passage up between — 
Thy heart is of thy mother s made — 

Thy looks are very meek t 
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And it will be their chosen place 
To rest on some beloved hce. 
As these ou thine — and 1^ the noise 
Of the whole world go on, nor mar 

The tender silence of thy joys I 
And when the silentnesses are 
Too tender far themselvesi the same 
Yearning Ibr sounds to look above, 
And Dtter their one meanings 1.0VB,— 

That He may hear His name !" 

No wind ^ no rain — no thunder I 
The waters dropped not slowly—- 
The thunder was not spent — 
The wind died not away I — 
No wind— no rain— no thunder I 
Their noises dropped asunder 
From th' earth and firmament^ 
Abrupt and echolessy 
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As ripe fruita co the ground, unshakeu wholly 

As life ia death I 
And like a stroke the sudden sileDtnegs 

Sudden and solenm ftSL 
It startled the ainii heart of ImbeU 

As tempests could not, firom its dreams I 
Against the door doth pant the breath * 
O' the hound whose cry is still — 
And she upiiits the lidded gleams 
Of her clear eyes, aud &ees the moon 
Looking out of heaven alone 
Upon the poplared Mil I 
Seeming a calm of God^ made visible 
That men might find it fair I 

The moonlight on the baby's face 

Faikth clear and cold 1 
The mutiier^j looka are falling there 
Because the beauty of the skies 
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Have not power long to hold 

Our loYing human eyes I 
We still revert to this dark plaee^ 
And weep our natures Into light 1 

The moonlight on the haby's &ce 

Cold and clear rexoaineth I 
The mother's looks do shrink away. 
The mother's looks return to stay, 

As charmed by what paineth. 
Is it dream or is it sight? 
Hath the change upon the wild 
Elements^ that signs the night. 

Passed upon the diUd? 
It is not dream» but sight 1 



The babe hath awaked from sleep. 
And toward the gaze of its mother, 
Bent over it, turned another ! 
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Not the bftby-looks that go 

Unaimingly to and fro ; 
But an earnest gazing deep. 
Such as soul gives soul at length. 
When through work and wail of years, 
It liath won a solemn strength. 
And moometh as it wean ! 
And a strong man coold not brook 
With a pulse unstirred by fears. 
To meet that baby's look 
O erglazed by manhood s tears — 
The tears of the mau fuil grown, 
With the power to wring our own, 
(The silent power) that He 
In the eyes all undefiled 
Of a little three months' childl 
To see that babe-brow, wrought 
By witnessings of thought I 
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And the small soft mouth miweened 
(By mother's kiss o'erleaned 
To put the sound of loving 
Where no sound else was movingi 
Except the speechless cry) 
Carved to mind's expression. 
Shaped to articalalioB 
Yea I speaking wordB — yea! nanung 
In tones that with it strangely went» 
Because so bahy-innocent I 
The child spake to the mother so I — 

*^ O mother, mother I luose thy prayer I 
Christ's name halih made it strongl 
It bindeth me^ it holdedi me 
With its most loving cnielty^ 
From floating my new soul along 

The blessed heavenly air I 
It bindeth me, it holdeth me 
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In all this dark* uDon t^^i« dull 
Low earth, by only weepers trod I — 
It bindeth me, it bioldeth me I — 
Mine angel looketh Borruwful 
Upon the ftoe of GodU^ 

Mother, mother 1 eaa I dren 

Beneath your earthly trees ? 

I had a vision and a gleam — 

I heard a sound more sweet than these 

When lifted by the wind I 
Did yoa see the Dove with wings 
Orerdropl wfth glisterings 
Fram a aimless light behind* 
Falling en mine heart from sky. 
Soft as mother's kiss, until 
I seemed to leap, and yet was stiii ? 
Saw you how his love-large eye 

* For I say unto you that in HesTon their angels do alwayi behold 
the iaoe of my Father which is in HeaTen.— Matt«ch. zviii. ver. 10. 
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Looked on me mystic eihiMy 
Until the power of bui dmne 
Vision was indrawn to mine ? 

*^ Oh I the dream within the dream I 
I saw celestial places even I 
Oh! the high and yisla'd palmsi 
Making finites of delight 
Through the heavenly infinite 
Lifting up thdr green still tops 

To the heaven of HeaTen I 
Oh I the sweet life-tree that drops 
Shade like light across the river 
Glorified in its for ever 

Flowing from the Throne f 
Oh I the shimng holineases 
Of the thousand^ thousand fitees 
Grod-sunned hy the throned On£ I 
Overspread with such a love, > 
That though 1 saw them turned above. 
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Each loving seemed for also me ! 

And, oh I th' Unspeakable I the He, 

The manifest in secrecies, 

Yet of mine own heart partaker I 

With the overcoming look 

Of one who hath been once forsook, 

And blesseth the fonaker I 
Mother, mother, lei me go 
Toward the fiiuse that looketh so I 
Through the mystic living Four 
Whose are inward outward eyes 
Dark with light of mysteries, 
And the restless evermore 

Holy holy" — through the erowned 
Stately elders white aromid— 
Through the sworded Seraphim — 
Suffer me to go to Him I 

Is your wisdom very wise, 
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MotheTt on the narrow earth? 
Very happy, very worth 
That I should stay to learn ? 
Are these air-corrupting sighs 
Fashioned hy unlearned breath ? 
Do the students' lamps that bum 
All night, illumine death ? 
Mother I albeit this be bo» 
Loose thy prayer, and let me go 
Where that br^ht chief angel stands 
Apart from all his brother bands. 
Too glad for smiling I having bent 
In angelic wiiderment 
O'er the depths of God, and brought 
Reeliiig, theuce, one only thought 

To M his whole etendty ! 
He the teacher is for me ! — 
He can teach what I would know- 
Mother^ mother, let me go I — 



166 ISOB£L*S CHILD. 

Can your poet make an Eden * 
No winter will undo? 

And light a stany lore, m beedic^ 

His hearth's is burning too ? 
Drown in music, earthly din ? — 
And keep his own wild soul within 
The law of faia own haimony? — 
Mother I albeit tliia be so» 
Let me to nune Heaiven go I 
A little baip me waita thereby— 
A harp whoae atnngs are golden all. 
And tuned to music ^^hericaly 
Hanging on the ^reen life-tree, 
Where no willows ever be. 
ShaU I miaa that barp of mme ? 
Mother, no I — the £ye 4Moie 
Tmned apon it, makea it rimie«~ 
And when I touch it, poema aweet 
like separate souls shall fly from it, 
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Each to an immortal fyttel 
We shall aU be poeto then^ 
Gazing on the chiefest Fair! 

** And love i earth's love I and <xm we love 
Fixedly where all things move ? 
Can the sinning love each other? 

ModieTy mothier» 
I tremble in thy close embrace — 
I feel thy tears adown my face — 
Thy prayers do keep me out o£ bliss-*- 

O dreary earthly love I 
Loose thy prayer, and let me go 
To the place that loving is, 
Yet not sad I and when is given 
Escape to Ulee iW»m this below^ 
Thou shak see me that I mit 
For thee at the happy gate; 
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And siknoe shall be up in heaveoy 
To hear our meeting kiss ! " 

The nurse wakes in the morning gun. 
And starto to aee beside her bed. 
The UAff with a grandeur ^read 
like pathos^ o'er her face ! as one 
GodHMtasfied and earth-ondone 1^ 
The babe upon her arm was dead I 
And the nurse could utter forth no cry,— 
She was awed by the calm ixi the mother's eye ! 

Wake^miner— the lady said: 
fPeafe waking — Aeandl — 
I» on earth, and he, in sky 1 

And thou must help me to o'erlaj 
With garment white^ this httle clay 
Which needs no more our lullaby. 
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I changed the cruel prayer I made. 

And bowed my meekened fwce^ and prayed 

That God would do His will ! and diiu 

He did it, nurse I He parted t». 

His sun is showing on mine arm» 

The dead cahn face 1 — and /am calm* 

This earthly noise is too anear. 
Too loud, and w ill not let me hear 
The harp new-stricken ! Death will soon 
Hakesilenee!" 

And a $eim if limey 
A satisfied love^ meanwhile 
Most like the lost one's living smile, 
Sang on within her soul I 

Oh ye! 

Earth*s tender-hearted ! may ye be 

I 
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Made confident, to yield your love 
To the 80 Named» who throned above 

ShaU aU ito ends fulfil: 
Breaking the narrow prayers that may 
Befit your narrow hearts, away 

In His broad, loving will I 
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A ROMANCE OF THE GANGES. 



When thy light perisheth, 
That from thee is8ueth> 
Our life etiaitliAtli* 

TwNTtOlf. 



1 1 
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Thbt stand beneath the iiiidmgbt» 

Beside the riT6r*8ea» 
Whose mter aweepeth white around 

The shadow of the tree. 
The moon and earth are lace to iace> 

And earth is tranced deep : 
The wave-voice seems the voice of dreams 

That wander through her sleep. 

The river floweth on ! 

What bring they ^neath the midnight^ 

Beside the river-sea ? 
They bring that human heart, wherein 

No nightly cahn cau be, — 



Digitized by Google 



A ROMANCE OF THE GANGES. 

That droppeth never with the windy 

Nor drieth with the dew — 
Oh, cahn it, God I Thy calm is broad 

To cover spirits, too. 

Hie riyer floweth on I 

The maidens lean them oyer 

The waters, side by side. 
And shun each other s deepening eyes^ 

And gaze adown the tide : 
And each within a little boat 

A little lamp hath lit ; 
If bright it moye, her loyed doih love; 

And love doth fsSL with it 

The river floweth on ! 

The stars are strong above us 

To symbolize the soul; 
Whereby a tempeht-wiiid may rusk, 

Nor dim them as they roll ! 



Digitized by 



A ROMANCE OF THK GANGES. 176 

And yet the soul, by instinct sad. 

Reverts to symbols low — 
To that small flame, whose very name. 

Breathed o'er it, shakes it su. 

The river floweth on ! 

Go, little boots, go 8ofUy> 

And guard the symbol spark ! 
The little boats go soft and safe 

Across the waters dark. 
And Luti's eyes have caught the hre 

They watch ; aud unawares, 
That blessed while, she lets a smile 

Creep silent through her prayers I 

The river floweth on I 

The smile ^ where hath it wandered?-"* 

She riseth irom her iuiee ; 
She holds her dark^ wet locks away — 
There is no light to see ( 
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She cries a quick and bitter cry— 

« Nuleeniy launch me thine I 
We must have light abroad to-nighty 

For all the wreck oi miue I " 

The river floweth on I 



M I do remember watching 
Anear this river-bed. 
When on my childish knee was laid 

My dying fsither^s head. * 
I turned mine, to keep the tears 

From falling on his face — 
What doth it prove, when Death and Love 
Chouse out tlie beJi-same place ? ** 

The river floweth on ! 



They say the dead are blessed. 
The death-change here receiving. 

* The Hindoos carry their dying fnends to Ihe banlu of the 
Ganges, believing in the after-blessedness of those who die there. 
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Who wy— ah, me! — docM^ aay 

Where blessed are the living? 
Thy boat, Nuleeni 1 —look not sad — 

Light up the waters rather I 

I weep no faithless lover where 
I wept a loving father I ** 

The river floweth on ! 

My thought was his ftlsehoody 

Ere my flame had waxed dim : 
And though 1 dosed mine eyes to dream 

That one last dream of hwh 
They shall not now be wet to see 

The shining vision go — 
From earth's cold love, I look above 

To the holy house of snow.*' * 

Hie river floweth on I 

* The Hindoo heaven is localized on the summit of Mount Meru 
•—one of the mountains of Himalaya or Himmeleh, which aigmfiet, 
I belitfe, in Suiicrit^ the abod« of anow, winter, or coIdiMis. 

I 5 
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" Come t/iou — thou never knewest 

A griefy that thou shouldst fear it — 
Thou.wearest still the happy look 

That feds anoHier^s near it I 
Thy himiming-hiid is in the sun,* 

Thy cuckoo in the grove ; 
And all the three broad worldsy for thee 

Are lull of waudenug love." 

* 

The river floweth ou ! 

The little maiden cometh •— > 

She cometh shy and slow I 
I ween she seeth through her lids, 

Th^ drop adown so low I 
Her tresses near her small feet bare — 

She stands^ and speaketh nought ; 

• Hamaikva, the Indian god of love, ii i m a ginod lo wandor 
through the three worlds^ aocompanied hy the huinming-biid, 

cuckuK), and gentle breezes. 
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Yet blusheth red^ as if she said 
The name she only thought. 

The river floweth on ! 

She kneeled by the water — 

She lighted up the flame — 

And o'er her youthiul forehead's calm 

The trembling radiance came. 
« 

Go, Uttle boat ; go, soft and safe, 

And guard the lymbol spark I 
Soft, 8afe» doth float the Utde boat 

Across the waters dark* 

The river floweth on I 

Glad tears her eyes have blinded ~ 

The light they cannot reach — 
She tumeth with that sudden smile 

She learnt before her speech. 
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* 

I do not hear his voice I the tears 
Have dimmed my light away ! 

But the qnubol light wiU last tcMUglit — 
The lore wiU last for aye." 

The river floweth on ! 

Then Luti spake behind her — 
Out spake she bitterly : 
** By the Bymbol light that lasts to-night, 
Wik vow a vow to me? " 
She gaseth upward in her faee-^ 

Soft answer maketh she : 
By loves that last when hghts are pasty 
1 vow that vow to thee I" 

The river iioweth on I 

An earthly look had Luti» 

Though her voice was deep as prayer — 
The riee is gathered from the plains 
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To cast upon thme ludr. * 
And when he comes, Iiis marriage-band 

Around thy neck to throw ; 
Toward his gaze thy bhde-smile raise, 
And ask of — LuTl*8 woe J" 

The river floweth on I 

And when m seasons after. 

Thy young bright-foced son 
Shall lean against thy knee^ and ask 

What deeds his sire hath done; 
Press deep adown thy mother-smile 

Upon, his ringlets long — 
View deep his pretty childislk eyes — 

And tell of — Luti's wrohg I" 

The riYer floweth on I 

• The casting of rice upou the head, and the fixing ot the band 
or tali about the neck» are parts of the Hindoo naarriage cere- 
monial. 
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She looked np in wonder» 
Yet softly answeted she— 
« By loves that last when lights are past, 
I Towed that tow to thee I 

But why giada it thee, that a bride-day be 

By a word of woe demed? 
That a wurd ui wrong take the cradle-song 
From the ear of a sinless child ?" 
^ Why r Lnti said, and she laughed dread,-- 

She laughed low and wild — 
" That the fiur new Unre may the bridegroom prove, 
And the fither shame the child I " 

The river floweth on 1 

" Thou fiowest still, O river I 

Thou flowest 'neath the moon — 
Thy lily hath not changed a leaf, * 
Thy channed lute a tune! 

* 

* The Ganges is lepmeiiled as a white wonuui, with a watet 
lily in her right hand, and ta her left a late. 
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Me mixed his voioe with thine— and Air 
Was all I heard around ! 

But aowy beside his chosen bride^ 
/ kear the rivers sound / " 

The river tioweth on I 

*^ I gaze upon her beauty^ 

I feel her happy brealhing: 
The hght above thy wave is hers — 
My rest, alone beneath thenu— 
Oh I give me back the dying look 

My father gave thy water I 
Give back! — and let a little love 
O'erwatch his weary daughter I ** 

The river floweth ou I 

Give back T she halh departed^ 
The word is wandering with her ; 

And the stricken maidens hear afar 
The step and cry together. 
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O symbols I — none are firail enow 
For mortal joya to borrow! — 

While bright doth float Nuleeni'a boat, 
She weepeth> dark with sorrow. 

The river floweth 



THE ISLAND. 



Pleaungmywlf with pbantaBms sweet 
Mbthinks tiie time runs veiy fleet. 

Bortom's Abtlraet rf Mt^aneholy. 

All goeth but Goddb will. 

Anon. 



A BOON, O world, a boon of thee I 

Now torn away thy faoe» 
And looeen from thy clasp mine hand^ 

And let me dream a space I 
A little space I mine after yean 

May pay thee all the prioe> in tears* 
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I craye it by thy forehead's crown. 

Thine hand's concealed dart ; 

r 

By the sweet honey of thy speech^ 

The fierce sting of thme heart — 
Thy daikbome palLs frum shining looms, 
Thy mmdng steps on hollow tombs— 

Thy wreathed frown of aconite^ 
Thy smile of poison worse- 
Yea I by thy soft-toned benison 

That curseth more than curse I 
Fair world I my dream shall cease to be» 
And I, have bitterer tears for thee I 



My dream is of an island place 
The distant seas are folding; 

And over which, the only watch 
Those trooped stars are holding. 
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Those bright still stars I they need not seem 
Brighter or stiller in my dream I 

Hills questioning the heavens for light 

Ravines too deep to scon I 
As if die wild earth mindcked there 

The wilder heart of man : 
Only it shall be greener hr 
And gladder, than hearts ever are. 

More like, perhaps, some mount sublime 

Of starry paradise, 
XMsrapted to an hundred bills, 

In falling from the skies — 
Bringmg within it, all the roots 
Of heavenly trees, and flowers and froits. 

For saving where yon spectral heights 
Denude their rocky whiteness, 
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Or ragged fissures^ Buser-like^ 

Hoard up some fountaiu bnghtness — 
(And e'en in them — stoop down and hear — 

Leaf sounds with water in your ear I) 

Around^ above, the plumed trees 
Th&T gradous ahadows throw ; 

Through whose dear fruit and bloBSonung, 
Whene'er the sun may go, 

The ground beneath he deeply stains. 

As shining through cathedral panes* 

But little needs the gruuud beneath. 

That shining from above her, 
When many FIdades of flowers 

(Not one lost) star her over : 
The rays of theur unnumbered hues 
Being refracted by the dews. 
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Wide-petaDed planta^ thai boldly drink 

Th* Amraela of the sky ; 
Shm bells, an heavy whh delight. 

Whose faces earthward lie — 
I cannot count them : but between. 
Is room Ibr grass, and mosses green, 

And rapid brooks, that bear all Imea 

Reflected in disorder; 
Or, gathering up thdr silver lengtha 

Beside thdr wmding border, 
Sleep» haonted through the slumber hidden. 
By lilies white as dreams in £den» 

4 

Nor think each arched tree with each 

Too closely interlaces, 
T admit of vuitas opening broad, 

And sweet sun-basking places, 
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Upon whose swiurd the antlered deer 
View their own hnage long and clear. 



Unless they fainer would behold 

That image on the seas, 
Whene'er *8 a way through shelving rocka 

And over-blanching trees. 
Whose doves from half-closed lids espy 
The green and pniple fish go by. 

One mateless dove is answering 

The water every minute, 
Thinking such music could not be 

l/l^thout Us cooing in it 1 
So softly doth earth's beauty round 
Infuse Itself in ocean's sound. 

My soul in love bounds forwarder 

To meet the bounding waves I 
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Beside ftbaa m the heme for me^ 

Within the coral cayes — 
And near me two or three may dwell 
Whom dreams fimtastic please as welL 

High wiuding caverns I not uncleii 

In ail their sparry ceilings ; 
Through which may shmc the earnest stars 

In prophet-like revealings, 
And down their slanted glory» move 
Scents from the flowers that grow above. 

I said that two or three might choose 

Their caves beside mine own : 
Those who would change the din of man. 

For Nature's nobler tone — 
Man's veering heart and careless eyes, 

For Nature's sted&st sympathies. 
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And we to meet her faithiulness^ 
Shall play a faithfbl part : 

Her beautiful shall ne'er surprise 
The monstrous at our heart — 

Her morical shall erer touch 

Something withm ns also such* 

Yet shall she not our mistress be^ 
As is the moon of ocean ; 

Though gently as the moon she give 
Our thoughts a sheen and motion 1 

More like a harp of many kys, 

Moving its master while he plays. 
« « « • 

* • • « 

No sod in all that island hath 
Been opened for the dead — 

No island wind hath home a sound 
Of sorrow uttered — 
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We cannot say by water clear 

Or spreading tree — * I safPered hen* 

Our only < farewell' shall be breathed 

Toward the setting light. 
When every star by day concealed. 

Will make us welcome mght ; 
Our only use of tears — t' express 
The sense of too much happiuess. 

Our ^cies shall their plumage take 

From ^est island birds 
That shine and dart firom earth to heaven I 

And then in turn, our words 
Unconsciously shall take the dyes 
Of those eucolored fantasies. 

Yea 1 soon, no consonant unsmooth 
Our smile-tuned Dps shall reach, 
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But softer than Hellenic sounds 
Shall glide mto our speech — 
(What music did you ever find 
So soft as voices glad and kind?) 

a 

And often by the joy without 

And in us^ overwrought, 
We shall sit Toioelessly, and read 

Such poems in our thought 
As Pindar might have writ» if he 
Had tended sheep in Arcady I 

Or CEschylus — the pleasant fields 
He died in, longer knowing — - 

Or Homer, had he beard no tone 
More loud than Meles flowing — 

Or poet PlatOy had th' undim 

Unsetting Godiight broke on him I 
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Choose me the loftiest cave of all, 
To make a place for prayer ; 

And I will choose a praying voice 
To pour our spirits there. 

How silyerly the echoes mn — 

Tfymabedone—^mUbedanef 

Gently yet strangely uttered words { — 
They lift me from my dream. 

It perisheth — the island place 
That did no more than seem I 

The streams are dry> no sun could find — 

The fruits are fallen, without wind ! ^ 

So oft the domg of God's wiU 
Our foolish wills undoetih 1 

Yet soitiy breaks an idle dream 
The morning light subdueth ; 
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And happier 'tis, to see the 8un> 
Than sleep, aiid di eaiu a brighter one. 

Perchance my happy island dream 

Was made of foolishness I 
Why every thought of earthly joy 

Is foolish, not the less ; 
Our thoughts being stained I Lord, with Thbb 
Were innocence and agony I 

Shall I go backward to the World, 

When Thou art very nigh ? 
And pay the price I promised her 

For vision passed by. 
What time Thy covenant's controul 
Would break all others from my soul ? — 

Nay ! 1 endure ; but not because 
The World imposeth woe ; 
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But rather that Thine hands perform 

The thing appointed so I * 
Those kindly wounding hands did brave» 
Themselves, a deeper wound — to save. 

We must endulfe— but not because 

The World imposeth woe* 
Payers hold a better power than dreams 

And leave her far and low : 
We cannot meet her cruel eyesy 
Wlien ours are lifted to the skies^ 

Wlien ours are lifted to the cross, 

The love-in-sorrow reading I 
Lordi teach thy will b$tid6 thy croui 

That while our hearts are bleedings 

• '* He pertormetii the thing that is appointed for me : aud many 
ftuch'things are with Him." — ^Job, chap. zzii. m. 15. 
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The droppings of thy blood may fall 
Still faster on them, soothing all I 

Thai when thy lips» grown pale for us. 
Have taught we dream in vain 

Of happiness beneath a sun 

Which darkened with Thy pain, — 

They still may tell us, You shall be 

Anon in Paradise with Me.** 
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Since that I saw this gardine wasted — 

Spbwibe. 



I MIND me in the dajs departed, 
How often underneath the sun, 
With ehildish bounds I used to run 
To a garden long deserted. 

The beds and walks were yanished quite ; 
And wberesoe'er bad fallen the spade^ 
The greenest grasses Nature led> 
To sanctify her right. 
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I called it my wUderaesSy 

For no one entered there but L 
The sheep looked in, the grass t' espy. 
And passed ne'ertheless. 

The trees were interwoven wild, 
And spread their boughs enoagh about 
To keep both she^ and shepherd out» 
But not a happy child. 

Adventurous joy it was for me ! 
I crept beneath the boughs, and found 
A drde smooth of mossy ground 
Beneath a poplar tree. 

Old garden rose-trees hedged it in — 
Bedropt with roses waxen-whitey 

Well satisi&ed with dew and light. 
And careless to be seen. 
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Long years ago it nught befiiHy 
When an the garden flowers were trim. 
The gnve old gardener prided him 
On these the moet of all ; 

And Lady stately overmuch^ 
Who moved with a silken noise, 
Bhished near them» dreaming of the Toice 
That likened her to such I 

And these to make a diadem^ 

She may have often plucked and twined ; 

Half smiling as it came to mind, 

That few would look at Uiem. 

Oh I little thought that Lady proud, 
A diild would watch her fiur white rose, 
When buried lay her whiter brows> 
And silk was changed for shroud 1 — 

k5 
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Nor tiiought thai gardener, loll of acorns 
For men unleam'd and aimple phrase^ 
A child would bring it all its praise. 
By creeping through the thorns ! 

To me upon my low moss seat* 
Though never a dream the roses sent 
Of science or lofve's compUmenty 
I ween they smdt as sweet 

Nor ever a grief was mme, to see 
The trace of human step departed — 
Because the garden was deserted. 
The blyther place for me ! 

Friends, blame me not I a narrow ken 
Hath childhood twixt the sun and sward I 

We draw the moral afterward— 
We feel the gladness then I 
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And gladdest hours for me did glide 
In silenoe at the rose-tree wall : 
A thrush made gladness musical 
Upon the other side. 

Nor he nor I did e'er incline 
To mar or pluck the blossoms white 
How should I know bat that they might 
Lead lives as glad as mine ? 

To make my hermit-home complete, 
I brought clear water from the spring 
Praised in its own low murmuring, — 
And cresses glossy wet. 

And so, I thought my likeness grew 
(Without the melancholy tale) 
To gentle hermit of the dale. 
And Angelina too I 
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For oft I read vrithm iiiy nook 
Such minstrel stories 1 till the breeze 
Made sounds poetic in the trees, — 
Aud then I shut the book. 



If I shut this wberan I write, 
I hear no more 1^ wind athwart 
Those trees I —nor feel that childish heart 
Delighting in delight I 



My childhood from my liie is parted ; 
My iootstep from the moss which drew 
Its fairy circle round : anew 
The garden is deserted I 

Another thrash may there rehearse 
The madrigab which sweetest are ^ 
No more for me I — myself afar 

Do sing a sadder verse I — 
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Ah me I ah me I when erst I lay 
111 that child's-uest so greenly wrought, 
I laughed to myself and thought 
* The tune will pass away I' 

I laughed 8till» and did not fear 
But that, whene'er was past away 
Hie childish tune, some happier play 
My womanhood would cheer. 

I knew the lime would pass away — 
And yet heside the rose-tree walU 
Dear God I — how seldom, if at all, 
I looked up to pray I — 

The time is past I — and now that grows 
The cypress high among the trees, 
And I behold white sepulchres 
As well as the white rose— 
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When wiB6r» meeker tfioughtB are given/ 
And I have learnt to lift my fiMse^ 
Remembering earth's greenest place 
The colour draws from heaven — 

It something saith for earthly pain, 
But more for Heavenly promise free, 
That I who was, would shrink to be 
That happy child agam ! 



Digitized by Google 



THE SOUL'S TRAVELLING. 



Frocul urbauo strepitu, seeessibus altis, 
■ ■ i ■■■ jucunda per otia ripe. — 

MlLTOM* 

Hbij votpovs 

Sysesids. 



I nw«.L amid the city. 
The great humanity which beats 
Its life along the stony streets. 
Like a strong unsunned river 
In a self-made course^ is ever 

Rolling on> roUiiig on I — 
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I nt and bear it aa H roUsy 
That fiow of aoulsl 
The mfinite tendendea^ 
In the initey chafed and penW — 
In the finite^ turbulent I — 

The long drear monotone^ 
Made of many tones that rise 
Each to each as contraries I — 
The rich man*8 ambling steeds — 
Lolling thdr necka as the chariot comes 
With its inward gleam of the eddying plumes I*- 

The poor man's abject needs — 
The feet that wearily, wearily roam» 
Unquickened by thoughts of the fire at home — 
The cry of the babe imheard of its mother, 
Though it lie on her breast, while she thinks of 
the other 
Laid yesterday m tomb I — 
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The whine of voices that have made 
Their own grief's sacredness a trade-* 
The curse that ringeth hollowly 
The crime against the misery — 
The haggling talk — the organ's grinding — 
The grinder's face being o'er it leant^ 

Most vacant even of woe^— 
While the children's hearts leap so 

At the merry music s winding I — 
The rapid pace of the busmess-men 
Whose eyes do glitter cold, 
As still thqr saw the gold 1 — 

The funeral s long slow train 
Plimied black, beside 
Many a house where the rioters laugh 
And eount the beakers they shall quaff 
At the morrow's festivab — 
Many a house where sits a bride 
Trying the morrow's coronals. 
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With a red blush, ey'n to-day ! — 

Slowly creep, the ftmerals, — 
As none should hear the noise and Bay, 
The livingy the liymg, must go away 

To multiply the dead I 
Hark I an upward shout is sent ! 
lu grave strong joy ixom tower to steeple 

The bells ring out — 
The trumpets sound, the people i»hout. 
The young Queen goes to her parliament I — 
She tnmeCh round her huge blue eyes, 
More bright with childish memories 
Than royal hopes, upon the people — 
On either side she bows her head 

Lowly, with a Queenly graoe» 
And smile most trusting-innocent. 
As if she smiled to her mother 1 
The thousands press before each other 

To bless her to her face 
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And booms the deep majestic voice 
Through trump aiid drum — ** May the Queen 
rejoice 

In the people's liberties 1"— 

I dwell amid the city^ 

And hear the flow of souls I 
I do not hear the several contraries — 
I do not hear the separate tone that rolls 

In act or speech. 
For pomp or trade, for mcrrymake or folly — 
I hear the oonfluenoe and sum of each, 

And that is melancholy I — 
Thy Toice is a complaint» O crowned dty, 
The Une sky covering the^ like God's great 
pityl — 

O blue sky I it mindeth me 

Of places where I used to see 
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ItsTftBt unbroken drcle tbrown 

Fran the far pale-peaked MU 

To the last verge of the ocean — 

As by God's arm it were done 

Then first, or as it felt th' emotion 

Of that first impulse on it still I — 

Oh, we spirits fly at will ; 

Faster than tlie winged isteed 

Wliereof in old book is read* 

"With the sunlight foaming back 

From him to a misty track, 

And his nostril reddening proud 

As he breasteth the steep thundercloud I 

Smoother than Sabriua's chair * 

GUding up from wave to air, 

* There is a gentle nymph not far from hence 
Thai with moist curb tmjB the smooth Severn stream : 
Sabrina is her name ^— 
Made goddess of the fiver ; still she retains 
Her maiden gentleness.— Comus* 
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While she smileth debooair 
Yet lioly^ coldly and yet brightly, 
Like her own mooned waters nightly. 
Through her dripping hair t — 

Very fast and smooth we fly, 
Spirits, though the flesh be by* 
All looks feed not from the eye, 
Nor all hearings from the ear : 
We can hearken and espy 
Without dtherl we can journey. 
Bold and gay, as knight to tourney ; 
And though we wear no yiaor down 
To dark our countenance, the foe 
Shall never chafe us as we go. 

I am gone from peopled town ! 
It passeth its street-thunder round 
My body ; wakening not to sound — 
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lU pabm •pkndour, glooBi of pruon 
A]idiiiaii41iiiong; wakeniog nol to Tinoii I 
For mm tnother sound, anothar 
Vinon, mj tonl't wnaofl hap?e. 
O'er a hundred vallqrs deep^ 
Where the hiik' tail shadows sleeps — 
Scarce known becau^^e the valley trees 
Cross their muimtam images — 
O'er a hundred hillsy each other 
Watdung to the western wave — 
I hare trmTelledy — I have found 
The silentp lonoi remembefed ground* 

I have found a hollow green» 
From the hill-top, which doth lean 
Tuward the sea, — as if the hill 
Had dropt his brow in reverence 
Of the grandeur seen from thence — 
A tittle nook» the cloud would fill 

% 
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Which sometimes lieth by the moon 
To beautify a night of June — 
A nook that openeth unto 
The glorious ocean's stedfast view ; 
Being most closely shut icam all 
Its kindred earth's sweet pastoral ! — 
And yet its banks (too smooth and steep 
To be o'erbrowzed by the sheep) 
Withal are slanted very greenly ; 
And iiowers and grasses so serenely 
Grow up them, that I ween the sea 
Whereunto their dewed faces be, 
Doth serve them for another sky, 
As warm and bine as that on high I — 

And in this hollow is a seat; 
And when that you have crept to it. 
Slow adown the banks that are 
Fashioning that quaintest chair — 
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Do not tlimk — thongh al your feel 
The cliff disrapto — you shall behold 
The line where earth and ooean meet. 
You can hear them as they greet I 
You can hear that evermore 
DistaQce-softened noise, more old 
Than Nereid's singing — the wave leant 
And johung soft nptiU the shore 
In harmony of discontent t — 
Nathless you sit too high to gase 
Save on each several element — > 
On earth, that nearly round you lays 
Green guardianship — and ocean broad 
To the next side o' the world o'ertiowed : 
Earth, ocean— seeming as they wore 
Each cue a separate hemisphere^ 
Scarce more than earth and sky^ anear I 
But when you hearken to the grave 
Lamenting of the imderwavei 
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You must believe in tlidr communion, 
Albeit you witness not their union ! 

Except that sound, the place is full 
Of silences, which when you cull 
By utterance^ it thrills you so 
That presently you let them grow 
As long and deep as thought, and roll 
With a soul's strength aboye your soul I 
And as they touch your soul, they borrow 
As of its grandeur, of its sorrow, 
That deathly odour which the day 
Leaves on its deathlessness alway. 

Alway I alway I must this be ? 
Rapid Soul from city gone, 
Dost ihou carry inwardly 
What doth make the city's moan ? 
Must this deep sigh of thine own 
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Haunt thee with humauity ? 
Green-visioned banks that are too steep 
To be o'erbrowzed by the sheep^ 
May all sad thoughts adown yoa creep 
Witfaont m shepherd ? — Mighty sea, 
Can we dwaxf thy magnitiMhs 
And fit it to our straightest mood ? — 
O £yr» £ur Nature I are we thus 
Impotent and querulous 
AmoDg thy workings glorious,— 
Among thy fulnesses, that still 
Leave us vacant and defiled. 
And wailing like a kissed child. 
Kissed soft against his will? 

God,GodI — 
With a child's voice I cry. 
Weak, sad, con&dingly — 

God, Gud I 
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Thou knoweit eyeKids niaad not always up 
Toward Thy love (as none of oufs are) droq>, 
As oiursi o'er many a tear ! — 

Thou knowesty though Thy uniTerse is broad. 
Two little tears suffice to cover all I — 
Thou knowest — Thou, who art so prodigal 
Of beauty ^ we are oft but stricken deer» 
Expiring in the woods— that care for none 
Of those ddighlsome flowers they die npon I 

O blissful mouthy which breathed the mournful 
breath 

We name our souls I (self-spoilt I) by that strong 
passion 

Which paled thee once with sighs— by that 

strong death 
Which made thee once unbreathing — from the 

wracky 

Themselves have called around them, call them 
back L 2 
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Toward thee in eontmuonis upiration I — 

For here» O Lord, 
For here they travel yainly ; Tainly pass 

From city paYemeut to untrodden swardi 
Where the lark iinds her deep nest m the grass 
Unswept of its last dew I — Yea, very vain 
The greatest speed of all these souls of men, . 
Unless they travel upward to Thy Throne ! 
There sittest Thou, the satisfying Onb, 
With blood for sins, and holy perfectings 
For all requirements — while th* archangel, 
raising 

Toward Thy tace his full ecstatic gazing, 
Forgets the rush and rapture of his wings I 
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Hbarkxn, hearken I 
The rapid river cameth 
Many noises underneath 

The hoary oeean I 
Teaching his solemnity, 
Sounds of inland life and glee, 
Learnt beside the waving tree, 
When the winds m summer prank 
Toss the shades from bank to bank» 
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And the quick rains, in emotion 
Rather gladdening than it grieveB, 
Count and yisihly rehearse 
The pulses of the universe 
Upon the summer leaves — 
Learnt among the hlies straight. 
When they bow them to the weight 
Of many bees, whose hidden hum 
Seemeth from themselves to come — 
Learnt among the grasses green, 
Where the rustling mice are seen, 
By the gleaming, as they run, 
Of their quick eyes in the sun ; 
And lazy sheep are browzing through. 
With their noses trailed in dew ; 
And the squurrel leaps adown. 
Holding fast the filbert brown; 
And the lark» with more of mirth 
In his song than suiteth earth, 
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Droppeth some in soaring bight 
To pour the rest out in the sky : 
While the woodland doves, apart 
In the copse's leaiy heart. 
Solitary not ascetic, 
Hidden and yet Toealy seem 
Joining in a lovely psahn, 
Man's despondence^ nature's calm. 
Half mystical and half pathetic, 
Like a sighing in a dream — * 

• In the beautiful volume of poetry just published by Mr. Ken- 
yon, I observe the following stanza : — 

" While floating up bright forros ideal, 
MittreiSi or friend, anmnd me itretm ; 
Half tense^siipplied, and half enreal. 
Like muric mingling with a dieam/' 
And as some time ago the pleasure was permitted to me of seeing 
in MS. the little poem (" Reverie") in which it occurs, I do not 
doubt that the ** music*' of its two concluding lines mingled, though 
very vaoonadoiitly, with my " dream," and gave their own form 
and pieiiiiie to the above dittich. The ideas, however, being 
tniBciently dlslincti I anialiiBedwidifleiidii^lhisooletothepieM 
after my venMS, and with acknowledging another obligation to the 
valued friend to whom I already owe so many* 
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All these wnmds the river teUeUi» 
Softened to an undertone. 

Which ever and anon he swelleth 
By a burden of his own. 

In the ocean's ear. 
Ay I and ocean seems to hear, 
Widi an inward gentle SGorn, 
Smiluig to his caTema wom.— 

Hearken, hearken I 

The child is shouting at his play 
Just in the tramping funeral's way ; 
And the widow moans as she turns aside 
To shun the face of the gladsome bride — 
And, shaking the tower of the andent church, 
The marriage bells do swing; 
And in the shadow of the porch 
An idiot sits, with his lean hands full 
Of hedgerow flowers and a poet's skull. 
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Laughing loud and gibbering. 

Because it is so brown a thing s 

While he sticketh the gaudy poppies red 

In and out the senseless head, 

Where all sweet fimdes grew instead I 

And you may hear, at the self-saine time, 

Another poet who reads his rhyme, 

Low as a brook in the Bummer air, 

Save when he droppeth his voice adown, 

To dream of the amaranthine crown 

His mortal brows shall wear ! 

And a baby cries with a feeble sound 

'Neath the. weary weight of the life new-feund ; 

And an old man groans, — with his testament 

Only half signed, — for the life that's spent; 

And lovers twain do softly say. 

As they sit on a grave, for aye, for aye!*' 

And toemen twain, while Earth, their mother. 

Looks greenly upward, curse each other I 

L 5 
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A Behool4>oy drones his taski vtth een 
Cast over the book to the meadows green 
A lonely student cries aloud» 
Eureka I clasping at his shroud ; 
A beldame's age-cracked voice doth siug 
To a little iniant slumbering ; 
A maid forgotten weeps alone, 
Muffing her sobs on the trysting stone ; 
A sick man wakes at his proper wail ; 
A gossip nods to her thrice told tale ; 
A haggard gamester shakes the dice ; 
A reaper blesseth the sonny skies. 
And a murderer doth beneath them sit. 
Staring on earth in a muttering ht ! 
And beside the awful dead, the living 
Low speech and hushed steps are giving, 
Beeanmhe cannol Asor, — 
And Ae who on that narrow bier 
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Hath room enow, k tlomly wound 
In a alence piercmg more than sound* 
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Hearkea, hearken 1 

God speaketh to thy soul — 
Using the supreme voice which doth confound 
AU life with eonsdousness of Deity, 

AU senses into one— 
As erst in F^tmos, Apolyptic John, 

For whom did backward roll 
The cloud-gate of the future, turned to aee 
The Voice which spake* It speaketh now — 
Through the breathings of the cahu creation^ 
Through the moans of the creature's desolation, 
Striking, and in its stroke, resembling 
Xlie memory of a solemn tow. 
Which pierceth the din of a festiTal 
To one in the midst, — and he letteth 611 
The cup^ with a sadden trembliugl 
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Hearken, hearken I 

Grod speaketh in thy soul ! 

Saying, O thou that movest 
With feeble paces o'er this earth of mine, 
To break beside the fount thy golden bowl * 
Filled with salt teaxs from out thy mournful ne,— 
Direct them upward to my heaven, and see 
My right hand hold tJiine immortality 
In an eternal graspmg I Thou that lovest 

The songful birds and grasses underfoot, 
And eke what tombs shall hide and change pollute-" 
/ am the end of love I — give love to me J 
O thou that sinnest, grace doth more abound 
Thau ail thy sin I sit still beneath my rood, 
And count the droppings of victim biuoci, 
And seek none other soimd !" 

* Eeclcpiasttt, chap, liu vcr. 6. 
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Hearken, hearken t 
Shall we hear the lapsing river 
And our brother's sighing, erer. 
And not the voice of God ? — 



NIGHT AND THE MERRY MAN. 



The *^ moon — I scarcely know why— always leeins to speak 
Ui me of the past." 

Mrs. Hbhams* Lkttbrs, 



NIGHT. 

'Neath my moon what doest thou^ 
With a somewhat paler brow 
Than she giveth to the ocean ? 
He without a pulse or motioiiy 
Muttering low befoie her stands, 
Lifting liis invoking hands. 
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Like a Beer before a sprite^ 
To catch her oracles of light. 
But thy soul out-trembleth now 
Many pulses on thy brow I 
A¥here be all thy laughters clear, 
Others laughed but to hear ? 
Where thy quaint jests, said for fames ? 
Where thy dances^ turned to games ? 
Where thy buxom companies, 
Mooned o'er with ladies' eyes. 
All more bright for thee, I trow ? 
'Neath my moon, what doest thou ? 

TH£ MERRY MAN. 

I am digging my warm heart, 
Till I find its coldest part 
I am digging wide and low, 

Deeper than a spade will go ; 
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Hn that, wben a pit is shaped 
Large enow, there shall be heaped 
Thereiiiy present pain and past 
Joys, dead things that look aghast 
By the daylight — now 'tis done I 
Throw them in, by oue and one I 
I mubt laugh, at rising sun I — 

Memories — of fimcy's golden 
Treasures which my hands have holden 
Till their dullness made them ache ; 

Of childhood's hopes, that used to wake 
If bu-ds were in a singing strain. 
And for less cause, sleep again ; 
Of the moss seat in the wood, 
Where I trysted solitude ; 
Of the hill top, where the wind 
Used to follow me behind, 
Then in sudden rush to bhnd 



2^4 NIGHT AND THE MERRY MAN. 

Both my glad eyes with my hair^ 
JMade the gladder for the snare I 
Of the cawing of the rooks — 
Of the dreaming 'neath the oaks, 
Which retain beneath them now 
Only ~ shadow of the bough : 
Of the l3ring on the grass 
While the cUmds did OTerposs^ — 
Only they, so hghtly driven. 
Seeming between me and Heaven I 
Of the little prayers serene. 
Murmuring of earth and sin I 
Of krge-leaved philosophy, 
Leaning from my chil^h knee; 
Of poetic book sablime. 
Soul-kissed for the first dear time, — 
Greek or English I — ere I knew 
Life was not a poem too I— 
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Throw them in, by one and <me I 
I miufc laugh, at rising ami. 

Of the glorious ambitionsy 

Yet unquenched by their fruitions ; 

Of the labouring at nights, 

Sweet as flinmber's lost delights ; 

Of achievemaita less descried 

By a dear few, than magnified I 

Of praises from the many earned. 

When praise from love was undiscemed ; 

Of the sweet reflecting gladness, 

Softened by itself to sadness I — 

Throw them in, by one and one 1 

I must laugh, at rising sun I— 

What are these? more^ more than these ! 
Throw in, dearer memories I 
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Of Yoices whereof but to speak, 
Maketh mine all sunk and weak — 
Of smiles, the thought of which is sweeping 
All my soul to iloods of weeing ; 
Oi looks, whose absence tiain would weigh 
My owu iuuksi to the ground for aye : 
Of clasping hands — ah me I I wring 
Minel and in a trembling fling 
Downward, every passioned paining t 
Partings, with the sting remaining — 
Meetings, with a deeper throe^ 
Since the joy is altered so ; 
Changes, with a fiery burning — 
(^Shadows upon all the turning!) 
Thoughts of — with a storm they came — 
Thm I have not breath to name I 
Downward, downward, be they cast 
In the pit I and now at last 
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My work beneath the moon k done, 
And I shall laugh, at rising sun I 

But let me pause or ere I cover 

AH my spoilings darkly over. 
I will speak not in thine ears, 
Only tell my beaded tears 
Silently, most silently I — 
When the last is calmly told, 
Let that same moist rosary, 
With the rest sepulchred be ! 
Flnifllied I The darksome mould 
Sealeih up the darksome pit ! 
I will lay no stone on it* 
Grasses I will sow instead. 
Fit for Queen Titania's tread; 
Flowers encoloured with the sun, 
And oi oi written upon none 
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Thus, whencrver aaileth by 
Tbe Lai^ World of dain^ eye^ 

Not a gnei sbaU here remain^ 

Silken shoon to damp or stain : 

And while she lisps — I have not seen 

Any place more smooth and clean 

Here she eometh I — Ha, ha 1 — who 

Laogheth kmd aa I can do? 
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Mora rc kbu cfercriaritt wdkivfabuu Plato. 



Thx EarUi ifl old ; 
Six thomand winten make her heart a^Id — 
The Boefitre alanteth firom her palsied hold* 
She saithy 'Laa me I— God's word that I was good 

Is takeu hack to heavei^ 

From whence when any sound comes, I am riven 
B) some sharp bolt. And now no angel would 
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I 

Descend with sweet dew silence on my mountains^ 
To glorify the rivers and the fountains 

That gush along their side. 
I see^ O weary change I I see instead 

This human 'mouinfbl pride^ 
These thrones and tombs, this tearfulness and blood ; 
And bitter words are poured upon mine bead — 
^ O Earth I thou art a stage for tricks unholy, 
A church for all remorseful melancholy I 
Thou art so spoilt, we should forget we had 
An Eden in thee, — weri diou not to tad! 
Sweet children, I am old I ye, every one, 
Do keep me firom a portion of my son — 

Give praise in change for brightness I 
That I may shake my hills in iuhniteness 
Of breezy laughter, as in youthi'ul mirth, 
To hear Earth's sons and daughters praising 
Earth r 
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EARTH AND HER PRAISE^S. 

Whereupon a child begau^ 
With spirit running up to maoi 
As by angel's shining ladder, 
(May he find no doud above !) 
Seeming he had ne'er been sadder 

All his days than now^ 
Sitdng in the diesnut grove^ 
With that joyous overflow 
Of smiling from his mouth, o'er blow 
And cheek and chin, as if the breexe 
Leaning tricksy from the trees 
To part his golden hairs, had blown 
Into an hundred smiles that one. 

^ O rare, rare £arthr' he saith, 
I will praise thee presently; 
Not to-day ; I have not breath I 

I tave chased squirrels three 

Two ran down in the furzy hoUow, 
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Where 1 could not see or follow ; 
One aits at the top of the aider tree. 
With a yellow nut, and a muck at me ! 

Presently, presently — 
When I see whidi way these two have run, 
And ean hunt them weariless m the sun ; 
4 When the mocking one at the alder top 
Shall leap a-down, and beside me stop ; 

Then, rare iiaith I rare JBarth I 
Will I pause in all my mirth, 

To say all good of thee !" 

Next a lover, with a dream 
'Neath his waking eyelids hidden ; 
And a firequent sigh unbidden ; 
And an idlesse all the day, 

Beside a wandering stream ; 
And a silenoe that is made 
Of a word he dares not say, 
Shakes slow his pensive head* 
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EARTH AND HER PRAISERS. 

** Earth, EarthT saitii he, 

If spirits, like thy roses, grew 
On one stalk ; and winds severer 
Could but ouly blow them nearer. 

To share each other's dew — 
If, when all thj smmners be 
Verdtiring the hiUs, I knew, 
Looking off them* I might see 

Something beauteous too— 
Then Earth,*' saith he, 
« I would praise— nay, nay — not thee /*' 

Will tlie pedant name her next ? 
Crabbed with a crabbed text, 
Sits he in his study nook. 
With his elbow on a book ; 
And his stately crossed knees, 
And a wrinkle deeply thrid 
Through his dropped brow,— 

M 2 



244 



EARTH AND HER PRAISERS« 



Caused by making proofs enow. 

That Plato in Parmenides" 

Meant the same Spinosa did ; 

Or, that an hundred men, like him 

Himself had made one Homer, 

HamnTOB heing a misnomer.* 

What hath i&e to do with praise 

Of Earth, or aught? whene'er the sloping 

Sunbeams through his window, dim 

To his cold eyes the learned prose^ 

Straight he draws the curtain close. 

* That Plato's high spiritual meamogs should ever be confounded 
with Spinoia't low materialisms, and Homei^B iodividiiality lost 
among the nanow ipirits of tbe Rhaptodiits, are prools enough, 
(ware any such needed in a onivene which has itself been mis- 
taken for its Deity,) that no hnman errora are too wonderftil to 
be possible. W ilh regard to the Hoiueac speculation, Proclus, 
in his Chrestomathia, denves the uame of Homer from 6/mdnm. 
At least he says that the uEolians did so — observing beiides» rovs 
yap rv0Xov9 iSiro re>y Aiokuw Sfti^pcvf Kakm^m* This derivation, 
which more than ever unfits the name for a body corporate of 
poets, may yet console certain critics by appropriating it to them* 
selves. 
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EARTH AND U£R PRAISERS. 

May abstraefcioii keep him dumb I 
Were his thin dry lips to open, 
Deriyatum est** would come. 

Thea> a mourner moveth pale 
In a sUence full of wail. 
Raising not his sunken head, 
Because he walked kbt that way, 
With that one beneath the day : 
Weeping not, because that one, 
The only one who would have said, 
** Cease to weep, beloved !" had gone 
Whence retumeth comfort none. 
The silence breaketh suddenly, — 
*^ Earth, I praise thee T* crieth he : 
" Thou hast a grave for also me** 

Ha, a poet ! know hun by 
The ecstasy-dikted eye, 



246 EARTH AND H£K I'KAISERS. 

Not uncharged with tears that ran 
Upward from his heart of man ; 
By the cheeky from hour to hour, 

Kindled bright, or sunken wan, 
With a sense of lonely power ; 
By the brow uplifted higher 
Thau others, for more low declining ; 
By the lip, which words of fire 
Oyerflowing burned white, 
While they gave the nations light ! 
Ay, ui every time or place 
Ye may know the poet's &ce 
By the shade or shining. 

'Neath a- golden cloud he stands, 
Spreading his impassioned hands. 

O God's Eartih!'' he saith, ^ the sign 
From the Father-soul to mine 
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EARTH AND HER PRAISERS. 

Of all beauteous mysteri^s^ 

Of all perfect images 

Whichi divine in His divine^ 

In my human only are 

Very excellent and fair ; 

And in thy matter, ahnost nought, 

If not suggestive unto thought I 

Hunk not» Earth, that I would raise 

Weary forehead in thy praise, 

(Weary, that I cannot go 

Farther ftom thy region low,) 

If were struck no richer meanings 

From thee than thyself. The leanings 

Of the close trees o'er the brim 

Of a sunshine-haunted stream, 

Have a sound beneath their leaves, 

Not of wind, not of wind. 
Which the poet's voice achieves ! 
The faint mountains heaped behind, 
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Hare a faUing an their topi, 

Not of defWy not dew, 
Which the poet's fasicy drops I 
Viewless things his eyes can view ; 
Driitings of his dream do light 
All the skies by day aud night ; 
And the seas that deepest rollf 
Cany mvrmiirs of his flonl* 
Earth, I praise thee I praise thoaM/ 
God perfecteth his creatioii 
With this redpient poet-passion, 
And makes the beautiful to be* 
• I praise thee, O beloved sign, 
From the God-soul uuto mine ! 
Praise me, that I east on thee 
The eumimg sweet interpretation. 
The help and glory and dilation 

Of mine inmiortality 1" 
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£ARXH AND U£ft PEAIS£R& 

There was sileiice. None did dare 
To use again the spoken air 
Of that fiur-charmmg voiee» until 
A Christian resting on the hili, 
With a thoughtful smile subdued 
(Seeming learnt in soUtude) 
Which a weeper might have viewed 
Without new tears, did softly say> 
And looked up to heaven always 
While he praised Earth — 

«0 Earth! 
I count the praises thou art worth. 
By thy waves that move aloud, 
By thy hills toward the cloud, 
By thy valleys low and green. 
By the copses' trees between ; 
By their l^rds which, like a soul 
Scattered, in a great delight, 



EARTH AND H£E PKAXSEKS. 

Into fhigments mnsioal, 
Stir and sing in every bush ; 
By thy silver founts that {aU» 
As to 'tioe the stars at night 
To thine heart ; by grass and rush. 
And little weeds the children pull» 
Mistook for flowers I 

» Oh, beautaful 
Art thou, Earih f albeit worse 
Than in heaven b called good ; 
Good to ufly that we may know 
Meekly itom thy good to go ; 
While the holy crying blood 
Puts its music kind and low, 
'Twixt such ears as are not dull, 
And thine ancient curse I 

^ Praised be the mosses soft 
In thy pathways very oft ; 



£ARTH AND HER PilAlS£BS. 

And the thoras, whicli make us think 
Of the thonsless riTerobrink, 

Where the hea;raily tread I 
Praised be thy suiuiy gleams^ . 
And the storm, that worketh dreams 

Of calm unfinished I 
Praised be thy cheerful days. 
And thy night-time's solemn need, 
When by household faggot's blaze, 
In (jod's dear book we read 

No night ^aU be therein I 
Praised be thy dwellings warm, 
Where, to hear of pardoned sin, 
Pauseth oft the merry din, — 
iSave the babe s upoa the arm, 
Who crowedi^ — leaning his first mirth 
And laughter firom the crackling hearth I 
Yea, — be praised thy dwellings cold, 
Underneath the church-yard mould; 
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Where ihe bodies of the saints, 
Sepante from earthly taintSy 
Lie a^dowiiy in blessing bound* 

Waiting for the trumpet s sound 
To Jree them into blessing I — none 
Weepeth more beneath the sun, 
Albeit words of human love 
Be graven Teiy near, above! 

Earth* let Christians praise thee thus I 
Even for the change that comes* 
With a grief* from thee to us I 
For the pleasant food and wine* 
And summer green ; and also for 
The frost upon the sycamore. 
And hail upon the vine I * 
For thy place of tombs! 
But the praise that best shall win thee* 
Is — to praise thy Maker m thee I"* 
* Psalm Izxviiu 47. 
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THE VIRGIN MARY TO THE 
CHILD JESUS. 



But ice the Vugin Ueit 
Hath laid her babe to iest» 

Milton's Hymn on t«k Nativxtt* 



Sl££p^ sleep^ mine Holy One ! 
My flesh, my Lord ! — what name ? I do not know 
A name that seemeth not too high or low ; 

Too fhr Irom me, or Heaven. 
My Jeaua t ikai is beat: that word being given 
By the majestic angel, whose command 
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Was softly as a man's beseeching said. 
When I and all the earth appeared to stand 
In the great overflow 

Ui light celestial from his wings and head. 
Sleep, sleep, my saving One I 

And art Thon come £vr savlngy baby-browed 

* 

And speechless Being — art Thon come for saving 
The palm that grows beside our door is bowed 
By treadings of the low wind from the sooth, 
A restless shadow through the chamber waving — 
Upon its bough a burd sings in the sun ; — 
But Thou with that close slumber on thy mouth, 
Dost seem of wind and sun ah eady weary — 
Art come for saving, O my weary One ? 

Perchance this sleep shntteih out the dreary 
Earth-sounds and motions^ opens on Thy soul 

High dreams on fire with God; 
High songs that make the pathways where they roll 
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More bright than stars do theirs ; and visions new 
Of Thine eternal Nature's old abode 1 

Suffer this mother's kiss. 

Best thing that earihly is. 
To glide the music and the glory through ; 
Nor narrow in Thy dream the broad upliftings 

Of any seraph wing I 
Thusi noiseless, thus! Sleep, sleep, my dreanimg 
One! 

The slumber of His lips meseems to run 
Through lips to mine heart ; to all its shiftings 
Of sensual life^ bringing contrariousness 
In a great calm I I feel^ I could lie down 
As Moses did, and die,* — and tlien live most. 

[iSKe pauses,'} 
1 mil ware of you, heavenly Presences, 
That stand witih your peculiar light unlost,** 

* It is a Jsvriih tiadition that Moms disd of the kittes of God's 
lip*. 
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Each forehead with a high thought for a crown. 
Unsunned i' the Bimsliine I I am 'ware. Ye throw 
No shade against the wall I How motionless 
Ye round me with your living statuary I 
While through your whtteness, in and outwardly. 
Continual thoughts of God appear to go» 
Like light's soul in itself 1 X bear, I bear. 
To look upon the dropped lids of your eyes, - 
Albeit their outward shining testifies 
To that beatitude within, which were 
Enough to hlaat an eagle at his sun I 
I fall not on my sad clay face before ye; 

/looA om Sis.' X know 
My spirit which dihiteth with the woe 
Of His mortality, 
May well contain your glory I 
Yea, drop your lids more low, — 
Ye are but fellow-worshippers with me ! 
Sleep, sleep, my worshipped One ! 
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TO THE CHILD JESU& 

We Site among the staUe at Betihlehenu 

The dumh kine from their fodder turned them» 

Softening their homed fiacea 

To'ahnoat human gaaea 

Toward the newly Bom I 
The simple shepherds irom the startUt brooks 

Brought visionary looks, 
As yet in their astonied ears were rung 

The strange sweet angel tongue ! 
The magi of Uie East, in sandals wora» 

Knelt reverent; sweeping o'er 
With long pale beards upon the floor, 

And myrrh and heaped gold 
These baby hands were impotent to hold I 
So let all earthlies and celestials wait 

Upou thy royal state ! 

Sleep, sleep* my kingly One ! 

I am not proud — meek angels, put ye on 



THE VUiGIN MARY 

New meeknenes to hear saeh utterance rest 
On mortal lips,—- < I am not proud'-^o^ prwd ! 
Albdt in my flesh God sent His Son, 
Albeit over Him my head is bowed, 
As others bow before Him, still mine heart 
Bows lower than their knees \ O centuries 
That roll, m Tision, your futurities 

My grave athwart 1 
Whose murmurs seem to reoeh me while 1 keep 

Watch o'er this sleep I 
Say of me as the Heavenly said— - Thou art 
The blessedest of women — blessedest, 
Not holiest, not noblest — no high name, 
Whose height misplaced may pierce me like a shame, 
When I sit meek in heaven ! — 

For me — for me — 
I often wandered forth, more child than maiden. 
Among the lonely hills of Galilee, 

Whose smnmits looked heaven-laden ! — 
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TO TU£ CHILD JESUS. 2^ 

Listening to silentness, tbat seemed to be 
God's Yoice> so soft yet Strang — so fain to press 
Upon my heart» as Heaven did on the height, — 
And waken up its shadows by a light, 

And show its vileness by a holiness 1 
Then I knelt down, as silent as the night, 

Too self-renounced for fears ; 
Kaisiug my small face to the boundless blue 
Whose stars did mix and tremble m my tears ! — 
God heard them falling after — with his dew ! 

So seeing my corruption, can I see 
This Incorruptible now bom of me — 
This fair new Innocence, no sun did chance 
To shine on erst (for Adam was no child) 
Created from my nature all defiled — 
This mystery, from out mine ignorance — 
Nor feel the blindness, stain, corruption, more 
Than others do^ or / did heretofore ?— 
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Can hands wherein such burden pure have been» 

Kot open with the cry ^^uncleany unclean! 

More oft than any dse beneath the skies ?— 
Ah King! ah Christ I ah soul — 

The kiney the shepherds, the abased wis^ 
. IMd all less lowly wait 
Than I, upon thy state 1~ 
Sleep, sleep, my kingly One I — 

Art Thou a King, then ? Come, His universe. 

Come, crown me Him a king I — 
Fluck rays from all sach stars as nerer fling 

Thdr lig^t where fell a corse, 
And make a crowning for this kingly brow I 
What is my word ? — The stars roll on afar — 

The crowning is unmade — 
The child-brow keepeth its unchildlike shade — 
Sleep, sleep, my crownless One ! 
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•Unchildlike shade I — no odier babe doth wear 
An aspect very sorrowful, as Thou I — 
No small babe-smiles my watching eyes have seen 
To float like speech the speechless lips between— 
No quick short joys of le^ing babyhood ! 

Alas I our earthly good 
In heaven thought evil, seems too good for Thee ! 

r * 

And then the drear sharp tongue of prophecy 
Doth smite me inly» like a sword ^ a sword?— 
(7%at smites the Shepherd 1} ihen» I think aloud 

The words despised," — " rejected,"— every word 
Kecoiling into darkness as I view 
The Loving on my knee • 
Bright angels I — move not I — lest ye stir the 
cloud 

Betwixt my soul and His futurity I 
I must not die^ with mother's work to do— 
And could not live — and see I 



262 TH£ \ IRGIN MARY 

It is enough to bear 
This aspect still and fair — 
This holier in sleeps 
Than a saint at prayer I 

This aspect of a child 

« 

That never sinned or smiled — 

A sadness most Uke love, 

A laye than love more deep» 

Wandering like a smile 

(Sans its joy meanwhile) 

Meek and mystical above 

The gentle sleeping face I 

Awful is this watching place I 

Awful what I see frum hence — 

A weakness, which my strength doth part 

From me, like omnipotence I — 

A king, without his throne — 

A God» without his thunder — 

A child, without the leaping heart 
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TO THE CHILD JESUS. 

That smiles the lips asunder t 
Yea I — a Creator) cast away 
On His own world, for me alone 
To hold in hands created^ crying — Son I . 

That tear fell not on Thee 
Beloved ! yet Thou stirrest in thy clumbers ! 
Thou> stirring not at all the merry numbers 
Of tree and bird — 

Hast Thou so quickly heard 

A tear fall silently ? — 

Wak'st Thou, O loving One? — 



STANZAS TO BETTINE, 

THE FRIEND OF GOETHE. 



*< I have the second sight, Goethe!" 

Htr Letters, 



Our Goethe's fnssadf Bettinei 
Uadst thou the second sight— 
Upturnmg worship and delight. 

So loviugiy and sheculy^ 
Toward liis face, as women will ; 
The chUdhood 'nealh thine eyelids still ? 

Before his shrine to doom thee^ 
Using the same child's smile. 



2',h STANZAS lU BETTLXE, 

That heavB and earth, behdd erewhile 

For the first time^ wan from thee ; 
Ere star and fiower grew dim and dead. 
Save at his feet, and o*er his head I 

^igg^g thme heart and throwing 
Away its childhood's gold ; 
That so its woman-depth might hold 

His spirit's overflowing ! 
For surging souls no worlds ean bound. 
Their channel in the heart have found* 

O child, to change appointed, 
Thou hadst not second sight I 
What eyes the fnture view aright. 

Unless* by tears anointed? — * 
Yea ! only tears themselves can show 
The homing ones that yet shall flow. 
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THE FRIEND OF GOETHE. 

O woman, deeply loving, 
Thou hadst not second sight I 
The star is very high and hright, 

And none can see it moring. 
Love looks around, below, above, 
Yet aU his piophm^ is — love. 

O changing child and woman. 
Thou hadst not second sight I 
Or bendiiig down thy forehead white. 

Hie hmn^ to the hnman^ 
The idol's shadow would have made 
Its light to vaniidi like a shade. 

Thy spirit was foreknowing 

Change to the patriot dead; * 

* The patriot Tyrolese. 

N t 
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The changing of their baltle hed 
For meadows ever blowing.;— 
But ne'er a yimon didst thou see 
Of death and change to km and thee I 

Our Goethe's thead» Bettine I 
\V hat chanceth with thee now ? 
The funeral stone is on his brow, 

The funeral earth between ye ! 
And» haply, he who left the sun. 
For thee hath left a funeral one. 

I never shall behold thee — 
Thou hast the stranger s face I 
Thy smile may keep its anci^t place, 

And living loves enfold thee ; 

Yet dost thou change, as others must, 

Whose a ools have bem baptised in dust. 
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THE FRIEND OF GOETHE. 

I weeoy thy miile is giaver — 
Paler thy cheek, I ween : 
For thou the mystic sight hast seen, 

Which maketh quail the braver — 
The crowned and loved go naked down, 
Without the love, without the crown ! 

The bird thy childhood's playing 
Sent onward o'er the sea. 
Thy doTe of hope, came back to thee 

Without a leaf. Art kying 
Its wet cold wing> uo sun can dry, 
Still in thy bosom, secretly t — 

Or hast thou found another ; 
With plumes thy God hath given, 
To leave the wave and meet m heaven 

(As brother meeteth brother) 



STANZAS TO BETTINE, &c. 

Th' eternal Dove wlio downward flings 
His glory on hs wwmnfiny wings ? 

Such glory rest upon thee, 
Our Goethe's changed friend I 
For earth 8, that cometh to an end^ 

Hath faded and foregone thee — 
And thoQ) the worshipper, hast spread 
Thine idol's ashes o'er thine head I 



STANZAS ON THE DEATH 



OF MRS. HEMANS, 



WRITTBlt IN R2FBEENCS TO MISS I.ANDON S POEM 
ON THB 8AMX SUBJECT. 



Nor grieve this christall streame so sountj did tail 
Into the ocean ; — since she perfumed all 
The banks she past — 

Habington. 



Thou bay-cromed living One, that o*er 
The bay-crawned Dead art bowing I 

And o'er the shadeless moTeless brow^ 
The vital shadow throwing — 

And o'er the sighless, sougless lips, 
The wail and music wedding—- 

Dropping sbove the tnuaqoil ^es, 
The tears not of their shedding I — 
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Go I take thy music from the dead, 

MThoee flilentness is sweeter I 
Reseire thy tears for living brows. 

Where all such tears are meeter : 
And leave the violets in the grass 

To brighten where thou treadest I 
No tiowers for her ! no need of flowers — 

Albeit ** bring flowers," thou saidest. 

Yes ! flowersy to crown the cup and lute*' — 
Since both are nigh to breaking : 

Or flowersy to greet the <^ bride I " the heart's 
Own beating works its aching : 

Or flowersy to soothe the captive's" sight. 
From earth's free bosom gathered, 

To mind limi of his earthly hope. 
Then wither as it withered ! 

But bring not near her solemn corse^ 
The ^e of human seeming I 



Digitized by Google 



DEATH OF MRS. HEMAN& 

Lay only dust's stem verity 
Upon her dust undreaming I 

And while the calm perpetual stars 
Shall look upon it solely, 

Her sphered soul shall look on thefUy 
VTiS^ eyes more bright and holy. 

Nor mourn, O living One, because 

Her part in life was mourning. 
Would she have lost the poet's hre. 

For anguish of the burning ? — 
The minstrel harp, for strained string ? 

The tripod, ior th' afflated 
Woe ? or the vision, for those tears 

In which it shone dilated? 



Perhaps she shuddered, while the world's 
Cold hand her brow was wreathing : 



N 
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' But never wronged that mystic breath 
Which breathed in all her breathing; 

Which drew from rocky earth and man, . 
Abstractions high and moying — 

Beauty, If not the beautiful — 
And love, if not the loving I 

Such viaioninga have paled in sight ! 

The Saviour she deacrietb ; 
And little jecka who wreathed the brow 

Which on His bosom Ueth i 
The whiteness of His innocence 

O'er all her garments, flowing, — 
There leameth she the sweet " new song," 

She will not moiLrn in knowing I 

Be h^fipy, crowned and living One I 
And as thy dust decayeth. 
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DEATH OF MRS. HEMANS. 

May thine own England say for thee^ 
What now for Her it sayeth — • 

' Albeit softly in our ears 
Her silver song was ringing. 

The foot-fail of her parting soul 
Is softer thaii her singing I * 



MEMORY AND HOPE 



They ihow their power tnd worlw — 

Hawis*s PoitkM ^ PUiure, 



Back-looking Memory 

And Hope prophetic^ sprang from out the ground! 
One, where the flashing of Cherubic sword 

Fell downward, sad and broad ; 
And one, from Eden earth, withm the sound 
Of the four rivers lapsing pleasantly, 
What time the promise after curse was said— 

^ Thy seed shall bruise his head.*' 

Memory is very wild, 
As moonstrack by Cherubic flashings near 
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When the wu horn I Her deep eyes shine and shone 

With light that conquereth sun 
And stars to wanner jialenesB year hy year. 
With sweetest scents^ she mixeth things defiled — 
She trampleth down earth's grasses green and sweety 

With her far-wanderiiig feet. 

Slie piucketh many flowers, 
Their beauty on her bosom & coldness killing ; 
She teacheth every melancholy sound 

To winds and waters round ; 
She droppeth tears with seed^ where man is tilUng 
The nigged soil in yet more rugged hours ; 
She smileth— ah me 1 in her smile doth go 

A mood of deeper woe I 

Hope seemed of happier sprite. 
Crowned with an Eden wreath she saw not fade^ 
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She went a nodding through the wUderaess— 

With brow that shone no less 
Than searbiidwingSyby storm mare frequent made, — 
Searching the treeless rock for fhiits of light ; 
Her white feet bdng armed fnm stones and cold 

By slippers all of gold I 

And Memory did her wrong» 
And, while she dreamed, her slippers stole away ( 
But still she wended on with mirth unheeding. 

The while her teet were bleeding ; 
Until she met her on a certain day, 
And with her evil eyes did search her long 
And cruelly, whereat she sank to ground^ 

In a stark deadly swound. 

And so my Hq»e were slain, 
Had it not been that thou wert standing neari 
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Ob Thou I who Baldest * live' to spirits lying 

In their own bloody and dying \ 
For Thou her forehead to thine heart did'st rear 
And make its silent pulses sing again, — 
Pouring a new light o'er her darl^ened eyne, 

Wih tender tears from Thine ! 

Therefore my Hupe arose 
From out her swound, and gazed upon Thy face ! 
And meeting there that soft subduing look 

Which Peter^s spirit shook. 
Sank downward in a rapture to embrace 
Thy pierced hands and feet with kisses close, 
And prayed Thee to assist her evermore 

To reach the things before." 

Then gavest Thou the smile 
Whence angel-wings thrill quick like summer lightning; 
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Vouchsafing rest beside Thee, where she never 

From Love and Faith may sever I 
Whereat the Eden crown she saw not whitening, 
A time ago, though whitening all the while, 
Reddened with life, to hear the voice which talked 
To Adam as he walked ! 
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THE SLEEP 



lie givetii kiia beloved sleep. 

Psalm cxxviii 



Of all the thoughts of God that are 
Borne inward unto souls aUsar, 
Along the Ptahnist's music deep — 
Now tell me if that any is. 
For gift or grace, surpassing this — 
He giveth His beloved, sleep ?" 
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What would we give to our beloved ? 
The hero's heart, to be unmoved — 
The poet's star-tuned harp, to sweep — 
The senate's slimit to patriot tows — 
The monardh's crown, to hght the brows? — 
He giveth His beloved^ sleep." 

What do we give to our beloved ? 
A little faith, all undisproved — 
A little dust, to overweep — 
And bitter memories, to make 
The whole earth blasted for our sake I 
** He giveth His beloved, sleep/' 

** Sleep soft, beloved!" we sometimes say. 

But have no tune to charm away 

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep : 

But never doleful dream agam 

Shall break the happy slumber, whoi 

*^ He giveth His beloved, sleep.** 
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THE SLEEP. 

O earthy so fiiU of dreary noises ! 
O meiit willi wailing in your voices 1 
O delyed gold, the wailers heap I 
O strife^ O cur8e> that o'er it fail I 
God makes a siieuce through you all. 
And giveth His beluvud, sleep! 

His dews drop mutely on the hill ; 
His doud above it saileth still. 
Though on its slope men toil and reap I 
More softly than the dew is shed» 
Or cloud is floated overhead, 
^ He giveth His beloved, sleep." 

Yea I men may wonder while they scan 
A hving, thinking, feeling man. 
In such a rest his heart to keep ; 
But angels say — and through the word 
I ween their blessed smile is htard— 
^ He givedi His bdoved, deep I** 



XH£ SL££P. 

For me, my heart that erst did go 

Moat like a tired dnld at a ahowi 

That sees through tears the jugglers lei^ — 

Would now its wearied visioii doaei 

Would childlike on Hu love repose^ 

Who giveth His heloved, sleep I 

And* fhends I — dear friends 1 — when it shaii be 
That this low breath is gone from me. 
And round my bier ye come to weep — 
Let one, most loving of you all, 
Say, Not a tear must o'er her fall — 
He giveth His heloved, sleep I** 
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MAN AND NATURE 



^— — against all others' use^* 

SvRKIY. 

A SAD man on a summer day» 

Did look upon the earthy and say 

*^ Shining cloudy the hill-top folding; 
Kingly hillsy the valleys holding ; 
Valleys, with the streams among you ; 
Streams, with trees that grow along you ; 
Trees, with many birds and blossoms ; 
Birds, with music-trembling bosoms ; 
Blossoms, casting dews that wreathe you, 
. To your fellow flowers beneath you ; 
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Flowm» that bring down stars to earth; 
Earth, that shakest to the mirth 
Of the merry Titan ocean, 

AU his shiuiDg hair in motion I 
Why am I thus the only one 

Who can be dark beneath the sun ? " — 

What tune the summer day was past. 

He looked to heayen, and smiled at last !— 

Self-answered so 

Because, O cloud. 
Pressing with thy crumpled shroud 
Heavily on mountain top — 
Hills, that almost seem to drop, 
Stricken with a mk^ death, 
To the ^alleys underneath ; 
Valleys, sighing with the torrent; 
Waters, streaked with branches horrent ; 
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Branchless trees^ that shake your head 
Wildly o er your blossoms spread 
Where the coiiiinoii flowers are found — 
Flowers, with foreheads to the ground ; — 
Ground, that shriekest while the sea 
With his iron smiteth thee — 
I am^ besides, the only one 
Who can be bright wUhaui the sun I" 



THE SEA. SIDE WALK 



If these doe so, can i have leeling lesse ? 

Britannia** PaHoraU, 



We walked by the sea, 
After a day which perished silently 
Of its own glory — like the Princess wdrd 
Who> combating the Genius^ scorched and seared — 
Uttered with burning breath, ^ Ho I yictory ! 
And sank adown, an heap of ashes pale* 

So runs the Arab tale I 

The sky above us showed 
An universal and unmoving cloud. 
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Athwart the whidi, yon difis did let us see 
Only the outline of their majesty ; 
As nuuter-mindS) when gased at by the crowd I 
And» shining with a gioominess, the water 
Swang as the moon had taught her. 

Nor moon, nor stars were out. 
They did not dare to tread so soon about^ 
Though trembling, in the footsteps of the suii. 
The light was neither night s nor day's, but one 
Which, life-Uke, had a beauty in its doubt; 
And silence's impassioned breathings round 
Seemed wandering into sound I — 

O solemn-beating heart 
Of Nature I I have knowledge that thou art 
Bound unto man's by cords he cannot sever — 
And» what time they are slackened by him ever^ 
So to attest his own supernal part, 



THE S£A.SID£ WALK. 

# 

Still nmneth thy vibration fast and strong, 

The slackened cord along. ' 

For though we neyer spoke 
Of water oolourlesst and shaded rock,— 
Dark wave and stone, uneonsdonslyy were fused 
Into the plaintive speaking that we used. 
Of absent friends and memories unibrsook : 
Andy had we seen each other's face, we had 

iSeen haply, each was sad ! 
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And me they found (O wofull tale to tell) 
Whose harmlesae hart perceivde not this deceit. 

GAflCOioiiE's SteeU 



How joyously the young sea-mew 
Lay dreaming on the waters blue^ 
Whereon our little bark had thrown 
A forward shade — the only one — 
(But shadows aye will man pursue I) 

Familiar with the waves, and free, 
As if their own white foam were he : 
His heart upon the hesrt of ooean, 
T^^rning all its mystic motion. 
And throbbing to the throbbing sea I 
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And such a brightness in his eye, 
Aa ii' tixe ocean and the sky. 
Within him had lit up and nurst 

« 

A Boal God gaye him not at first, 
To comprehend their majesty. 

We were not cmei, yet did sunder 

His white wing from the bhie waves under. 

And bound it — while his fearless eyes 

Shone up to ours in calm surprise, 

As deeming us some ocean wonder ! 

We bore our ocean bird unto 
A grassy place where he might view 
The flowers bending to the bees, 
The waying of the tall green trees, 
The falling of the silver dew. 
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But flowers cf earth were pale to him 
Who had seen the ramhow fisheg wmm ; 
And when earth's dew around him lajf 
He thought of ocean's winged spray, 
And his eye waxed sad and dim. 

The green trees round him only made 
A prison, with their darksome shade : 
And drooped his wing, and mourned he 
For his own boundless glittering sea — , 
Albeit he knew not they could fade I 

Then One her gladsome face did bring, 
Her gentle yoice's murmuring, 
In ocean^s stead his heart to move. 
And teach him what was human lore — 
He thought it a strange, mournful thing I 



TH£ S£A.M£W, 

He lay down in hb grief to die, 
(First looking to the se»-like sky. 
That hath no waves I) becauBe, alasi 
Our human touch did on him pass, 
And with our touch, our agony. 



THE LITTLE FRIEND 



WRITTEN IN THE BOOK WHICH SHE MADE AND 

SENT TO ME. 



Marcus Antoninus. 



The book thou givesty dear as such. 

Shall bear thy dearer name ; 
And many a word the leaves shall touch. 

For thee who form'dst the same 1 
And on them, many a thought shall grow 

'Neath memory s rain and sun> 
Of thee, glad child, who dost not know 

That thought and pain are one I 
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Yes ! thoi^^hts of thee» who satest oft, 

A while sineey at my side — 
So wild to tame, — to move so soft. 

So very hard to chide : 
The childish vision at thine hearty 

The lesson on the knee ; 
The wandering looks which wmdd depart 

Like guUsy across the sea! 

The laughtery which no half**be1ief 

In wrakh could all suppress ; 
The falling tear% which looked like grief» 

And were hut gentleness : 
The fancies senty for hliss, abroad. 

As Eden's were not done — 
Mistaking still the cherub's sword 

For shining of the sun I 

The sportive speech with mdom in't— 
The question strange and bold — 
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The childish fingers in the print 

Of God s creative hold : 
The praying words in whispers said, 

The sin with sobs confest ; 
The leaamg of ihe young meek head 

Upon the Saviour's breast ! 

The gentle oonsdoosnese of praise 
With hues that went and came ; 

The brighter bhishi a word oould raise. 
Were — a fiUher's name I 

The shadow on thy smile for each 
That on his face could fall I 

So quick hath love been, t/tee to teach, 
What soon it teacheth all. 

Sit still as erst bende his feet ! « 

The fntnre days are dim* — 
But those win seem to thee most sweety 

Which keep thee nearest kirn ! 
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Sit at his feet in quiet mirth, 

And let bim see arise 
A clearer sun and greener earth 

Within thy loving eyes ! — 

Ah loving eyes 1 that used to lilt 

Your chOdhood to my face — 
That leave a memory on the gift 

I look on in your place 
May bright-eyed hosts your guardians be 

From all but thankful tears, — 
While^ brightly as ye turned on me. 

Ye meet th' advancing years ! 



MY DOVES. 



O Wnilieit 1 Dn led'st wie eine Taub« ! 

Goethe. 



My little doves have left a nest 

Upon an Indian tree. 
Whose leaves fantastic take their rest 

Or motion from the sea : 
For, ever there^ the sea-winds go 
With sunlit paces, to and fro. 

The tropic flowers looked up to it, 
The tropic stars looked down : 
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And there my little doYes did sit. 

With leathers sottiy brown. 
And glittenng eyes that showed their right 
To general Nature's deep delight. 

And God them taught, at every doBe 
Of wator hoTf and wind 

And lifted leaf , to interpose 

• 

Their chantiDg voioea kind; 

Interpreting that love most be 

The meaning of the earth and sea* 

it ministers I Of liTing loves^ 
Their s hath the calmest sound 
Their living voice the likest moves 

To lifuless noises ruiaid — 
In such sweet monotone as clings 
To music of insensate thingal — ^ 



Digitized by Google 



MY DOVES. 

My little doves were ta*en away 
From that glad neit of thein^ 

Across an ocean foaming aye. 
And tempest-donded airs. 

My little doves I — who lately knew 

The sky and wave, by warmth and blue I 

And now within the city prison. 

In mist and chillness pent, 
With sadden upward look they listen 

For sounds of past content ^ 
For lapse of water, swell of breese» 
Or nut-fruit fidling from the trees ! 

The stir without the glow of passion ^ 

The triumph of the mart — 

The gold and silver's dreary clashing 
With man s metallic heart— ^ 
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The wlieeied pomp^ the pauper tread — 
TheM; oul) sounds are heazd instead* 

Yet still, as on lu^ Immau haud 
Their fearless heads they lean, 

And afanoBt seem to understand 
What htmian mnsings mean — 

(With soch a plamtiye gaie their q^ne 

Are futened upwardly to mine !) 

Their chant is soft as on the nest, 

Beneath the sunny sky ; 
For love that stirred it in their hreast, 

Remains undyiugly. 
And 'neath the city's shade, can keep 
The well of music clear and deep. 

And love that keeps the music^ iills 
With pastoral memories 1 
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Ail echomgs from out the hills, 
Ail droppings from the skies^ 
All flowmgs trom the wave aiid wind, 
Remembered in their chant I find. 

So teach ye me the wisest part, 
My little doves I to move 

Along the city ways, with heart 
Assured by holy love^ 

And Tocal with such song^ as own 

A fountain to the world unknown. 

TVas hard to sing by Babel's stream 
More hard, in Babel's street I 

But if the soulless creatures deem 

Their music not unmeet 
For sunless walls — let m begin, 
Who wear immortal wings, within I 
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To me, fair memories belong 
Of scenes that erst did bless ; 

For no regret ~ Imi preient eong, 
And lasting thankfofaiesB — 

And very soon to break away. 

Like typesy in purer things than they I 

I will have hopes that cannot £ade> 
For flowers the valley yields — 

I will have humble thoughts, instead 
Of silent, dewy fields I 

My spirit aud my God shall be 

My sea-ward hill, my boundless sea I 



TO MISS MITFORD 

IN H£R GARDEN. 



And o*er hu hMde that was biyght and shane^ 
She had a garlande of the laoiell grene. 



What time I lay these rhymes anear thy feet, 
Beuigaaut friend I I will not proudly say, 
As better poets use, * These Jhwers I lay ;* 
Because I would not wrong thy blossoms sweet. 
By spoiling so their name* Yet think it meet - 
Thou overleaning them this springtime day. 
With heart as open to love as theirs to dew — - 
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Thai eren my T6ne like tbem, if nature-true^ 
Low-rooled may attain mme heavenly heat ! 
Ahy friend I wUhavi that word» it must seem good 
That women in theb songs be mindful oft 
Of thee» whose genius walketh mild and soft 
As Una s Uon, chainless though subdued^* 
Beside tby purity of womaoiiood I 

* From her fair eyes he tooke commandement, 
And ever (ram her Jooka conceived her intent* 
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THE STUDENT. 



ra, ahka wpot top {towrot n 6 nrmmsi — 

Marcus Antoninus. 



My nudnight lamp is weary as my souU 
And being umnuaortal, has gone ouU 
And now alone yon moony lamp of heaven, 
Which God lit and not man, illuminates 
These volumes, others wrote in weariness 
As I have read them ; and this cheek and brow. 
Whose paknesst horned in wiih heats of thought, 
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Would make an angel smile to see how ill 

Clay thrust ftom Paradise consorts with mind — 

If angek couldt like mm, smile bitterly. 

Yet, must my brow be paler I I have vowed 
To clip it with the crown which cannot fade, 
When it is faded. Not in vain ye cry, 
p glorioos voices that smrvive the tongues 
From whencewas drawn yoor aeparate soreragnty — 
For I would reign beside you I I would melt 
The golden treasures of my health and life 
Into that name t My lips are vowed apart 
From cheertul words; mine ears, &om pleasant 
sounds; 

Mine eyes, from sights God made so beautiful, — 
My feet, from wanderings under shady trees ; 
Mine hands, iruiu claspuig of dear-loving friends — 
My very heart» from fteliii^ whieh move soft ! 
Vowed am I from the day's delightsonenessy 
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And dreams of night I and when the house u dumb 
In sleep) which is the pause 'twixt life and liie» 
I live and waken thus ; and pluck away 
Slumber's sleek poppies irom my pained lids — 
Goading my mind with thongs wrought by herseit, 
To toil and struggle along this mountaiu-path 
Which hath no mountain^airs ; until she sweat 
Like Adam's bxoW) and gasp, and rend away 
In agony, her garment of the flesh !" 

And so his midnight lamp was lit anew. 

And burned till noiBing* But his lamp of life 

Till morning burned not 1 He was found embraced 

Close^ ooldy and stiff> by Death's compelling sleep ; 

His breast and brow supported on a page 

Charactered over with a praise oijame^ 

Oi ita divmeness and beatitude — 

Words which had often caused that heart to throb. 

That cheek to bimi; though silent lay they now, 
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Without a fiiogk beating in the pobe^ 
Aud ail the lever gone I 

I saw a bay 
Spring verdant from a newlj fiuhumed gravew 
The gnas wpm the graye was ▼erdanter, 
7%ai bdng watered by the eyes of One 
Who bore not to look op toward the tree t 
Others looked on it — 80ine» with passing (^aace» 
Because the light wind sdrred in its leaves; 
And some» with sudden lighting of the soul 
In admiration's ecstasy I — Ay I some 
Did wag their iieads like oracles^ and say, 
" 'Tis very well !" — but nuue remembered 
The heart which housed the root, except that One 
Whose sight was lost in weeping! 

Is it thnsy 
AmbitioDf idol of the iotelleet ? 
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Shall we drink aconite) alone to use 
Thy golden bowl ? and sleep oorselves to death — 
To dream thy Tinons about life? O Power 
That art a very feebleness I — before 
Thy clayey feet we bend our knees of clay. 
And round thy senseless brow bind diadems 
With paralytic hands, and shout * a god,* 
With voices mortal-lioarse ! Who can discern 
Th' infirmities they share in ? Being blind, 
We cannot see thy blindness : being weak, 
We cannot fleel thy weakness : being low, 
We cannot mete thy baseness : being unwise, 
We cannot understand thine idio<^ I 



THE EXILE'S RETUHN 



Is there anv disi ontent, 

Worse than this my banishment I 



Whkm from thee I did part away, 
And from my land for years> 

I did not think to come again 
With those same parting tears. . 

I come again to hill and lea — 
Weeping for thee / 
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Thine hand was clasped warm in mine 
WliCT I was standing last 

ft 

Upon the shore of cheerful green. 

Our vessel neareth f^t. 
/shall be there— ^ no longer m — 

No mxm with thee ! 

Had I beheld thee still and dead» 

I might more clearly know^ 
How heart of thme could turn as cold 

As hearts by nature so — 
How change could touch the falsehood-free 

And changeless Aee ! 

But now thy last^seen tender looks 

Within my soul remain ; 
And it b hard to think that ^^ey 

Will shine no nuMre again ~ 



Hiat I shall yainly wait— all met 
Nowordfiromrtee/ 



I could uot bear to look upon 
That mound of iimeral clay, 

Where one sweet voice is ailentuess 
And one fair brow decay, — - 

Where all ihy mortal I might see, - 
But never lies/ 

For ikou art where the loving are» 

Whose parting pain is o'er I 
And I who love and weep alone, 

Where thou wilt weep no more. 
Weep bitterly, not selfishly. 
For me, not thee! 
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I know that thou canst never know 

The angniah which I feel ; 
Because upon no brows in Heaven^ 

An earthly grief may steal — 
And grief thou knewest miney would be 

Still shared by thee i 



A SONG AGAINST SINGING 



TO MY DEAR LITTLB COUSIN 

ELIZABETH JANE H . 



sing mirthful swaines ; bat let me sigh alone. 

Browne. 



They bid me sing to thee. 
Thou golden-haired and silver-voiced child^ 
With lips, by no worse sigh than sleep's, defiled; 
With eyes, unknowing Low tears dim the sight ; 
With £eet all trembling at the new delight, 

Treaders of earth to be t 
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Ah no 1 the lark may bring 
A song to thee from out the morning cloud ; 
The merry river, from its lilies bowed ; 
The brisk rain, from the trees ; the lucky wind, 
That half doth make its music, half doth iind I 

But / — I may not siug I 

How could I think it righty 
Newcomer on our earthy as, Sweet, thou MXtf 
To bring a Terse from out an humiHii heart 
So heavy with accumuhtted tears ; 
And cross with such amount of weary years, 

Thy day-sum of delight? 

E'en if the verse were said ; 
Thou, whu wouldst clap thy tiny hands to hear 
The wind or rain, gay bird or river clear, 
Wouldst, at that sound of sad humanities, 
Upturn thy bright uncomprehending eyes 

And bid me play instead. 
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Therefore no song of uiiue I 
But prayer in place of singing I prayer that would 
Commend thee to tiie new-creatmg God, 

« 

Whose gift is childhood's heart, without its stain 
Of weakness, ignorance, and chan^ngs vain- 
Thai gift of God be thine ! 

So wilt thou aye be young. 

In lovelier childhood than thy shining brow 
And pretty winning accents make thee now I 
Yea I sweeter than this scarce articulate sound 
(How sweet I) of father" " mother," shall be found 
Hie Abba on thy tongue I 

And so, as years shall chase 
Each other's shadows, tbou wilt less resemble 
Thy fellows of the earth who toil and tremble, 
Than him thou seest not, thine angel bold. 
Yet meek, whose ever-lifted eyes behold 

The £ver-loving 8 face I 



Digitized by Google 



STANZAS- 



I MAY ung; but minstrers singnig 
Ever oeaseth with his playing* 
I may smile ; but time ifl bringing 
Thoughts for smiles to wear away in. 
I may view thee^ mutely lovmg; 
But shaU view thee so in dying I 
I may sigh $ but life s removrng. 
And with breathing endeth sighing I 

Be it so I 

When no song of mine comes near thee. 
Will its memory £ul to soften? 
When no smile of mine can cheer thee> 
Will thy smile be used as often ? 
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STANZAS 



Wheu my loolu the darkness boimdetb, 
Will thine own be lighted after ? 
When niy sigh iiu iuiiger suundeth, 
Wilt thou list another's laughter ? 

Be it 80 1 
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THE YOUNG 



QUEEN 



This awful responsibilitv is imposed upon me so suddenly and 
at so early a period of ray life, that 1 should feel myself utterly op- 
pressed by the burden, were I not sustained by the hope that Divine 
Pfovidence, which has called me to this work, will give me strength 
for the performance of iL 

7%€ QtMsnV Declamtum in CwnciL 



The shroud is yet unspread 
To wrap our crowned dead ; 
His soul hath scarcely hearkened for the thrilling 
word of doom ; 
And Death that makes serene 
, Ev'n brows where crowns have been. 
Hath scarcely time to meeten his, for silence of 
the tomb. 
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SL Fkul's kmg-diiging note 
The city s heart hath smote — 
The city 8 heart is struck with thought more 
solemn than the tone I 
A shadow sweeps apace 
Before the nation s lace, 
Confusing in a shapeless blot» the sepulchre and 
throne. 

The palace sounds with wail — 
The courtly dames are pale— 
A widow o'er the purple bows, and weeps its 

splendour dim ; 
And we who hold the boon^ 
A king for freedom won, 
Do feel eternity rise up between our thanks and 
him* 

And wUle all things express 
AH glory's nothingness. 
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A royal maiden treadeth firm where that departed 
trodt 

The deathly scented crown 
Weighs her shmmg ringlets down ; 
But cahn she lifts her trusting face, and calleth 
upon God. 

Her thoughts are deep within her : 
No outward pageants win her 
From memories that in her soul are rolling wave 
on wave — 
Her palace walls enriug 

The dust that was a king— 
And very cold beneath her feet, she feels her 
fhther's grave* 

And One^ as fair as she. 
Can scarce forgotten be^ — 
Who clasped a little infant dead, for ail a king- 
dom's worth ! 
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Tlie nurarnedy blessM One, 
Who views 

Aye. smiliDg to the angeb, that she lost a throne 
on earth. 

Perhi^s our youthful Queen 
Remembers what hajs been — 
childhood's rest by loving heart, and sport on 
grassy sod — 
Alas 1 can others wear 
A mother 8 heart for her? 
cahii she lifts her trusting face, and calleth 
upon God. 

Yeat call on God, thou maiden 
Of spirit nobly laden, 
And leave such happy days behind, for happy- 
makmg years I 
A nation looks to thee 
For stedfast sympathy : 



Her 



But 
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Make room within thy bright dear eyes^ for all its 
gathered tears. 

And so the grateful isles 
Shall give thee back their smiles. 
And as thy mother joys iu thee, in them slialt tiiou 
rejoice ; 
Rejoice to meekly bow 
A somewhat paler brow» 
While the King of Kings shall bless thee by the 
British people's voice I 
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VICTORIA'S TEAES 



Hark ! the reiterated clangour sounds ! 
Now murmurs, like the sea ur like the storm. 
Or like the flames oq forests* move and mount 
From rank to rank, and loud uid louder roll. 
Till all the people it one vast mpplaiiae« 

Landgr's Ge6ir. 



O MAiDBN I hdr of kii^ t 

A king has kit his place I 
The majesty of Death has swept 

All other from his fai» 1 
And thou upon thy mother's breast^ 

No longer lean adown^ 
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But take the glory for the rest. 
And rule the land that loves thee best I** 
She heard aud wept — 
She wepty to wear a crown ! 

They decked her courtly halls ; 

They reined her hundred steeds ; 
They shouted at her palace gate^ 

A nohle Queen succeeds 1" 
Her name has stirred the mountain's sleep. 

Her praise has filled the town I 

And mourners Grod had stricken deep^ 

Looked hearkening up, and did not weep. 
Alone she wept, 

Who wept, to wear a crown I 

She saw no purples shme» 

For tears had dinnned her eyes ; 



3d0 VICTORIA'^ TEARS. 

She only know her childhood's flowers 

Wefe happier pageantries ! 
And while her heralds pl^ed the part, 

For million shouts to drown — 
M God save the Queen from hill to mart, — 
She heard through all her beating heart. 
And turned aud wept — 

She wept, to wear a crown 1 

God save thee, weeping Qneen ! 

Thou shalt he well beloved I 
The tyrant's sceptre cannot move^ 

As those pure tears have moved I 
The nature in thine eyes we see^ 

That tyrants cannot own — 
The love that guardeth liberties I 
Strange blessing on the nation hes, 
Whose Sovereign wept — 

Yea I wept, to wear its crown ! 
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VICTORIA'S TEARS. 

God bless thee, weeping Queen, 

With blessing more divine I 
And fill with happier love than earth's, 

That tender heart of thine ! 
That when the thrones of earth shall be 

As low as graves brctught down ; 
A pierced hand may give to thee 
The crown which angels shout to see I 
Thou wUt not weqh 

To wear that heavenly crown 1 



VANITIES. 



From fading things, fond men, lift your d«lim* 

DBtntMOVD. 



Could ye be very blest in hearkening 
Youth's often danced-to melodies — 
Hearing it piped, the midnight darkening 
Doth come to show the starry skies, — 
To freshen garden-flowers, the rain? 
It is in vain, it is in vain I 
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VANITIES. 333 

Could ye be very blest in urging 
A captive nation's strength to thunder 
Out into foain, and with its surging 
The Xerxean fetters break asunder ? 
The storm is cruel as the chain ! 

It is in vain, it is m vain I 

» 

Could ye be very blest in paling 

Your brows with studious nights and da} b, 

When like your lamps your life is failing, 

And sighs, not breath, are wrought from praise? 

Tour tombs> not ye, that praise xetam — 

It is in Tain» it is in vain ! 

Yea I but ye cotUd be very blesty 

If some ye nearest love were nearest ! 

Must t/ie^ not love when loved best ? 

Must ye not happiest love when dearest ? 

Alas ! —how hard to feel again. 

It is in vain, it is in Tain ! 
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VANITIES. 

For thofle ye lore are not DBnghiiigi — 
They are imchaiigiiig kart of all : 
And ye the lo^ed— ah 1 no denymg. 
Will leave your Hps beneath the pall. 
When pasBioned ones have o er it sain - 
< It is in vain, it is in vain V 



» 



BEREAVEMENT. 



When some Beloveds^ 'neath whose eyelids ky 

The sweet lights of my childhood, one by one 

Did leave me dark before the natural son^ 

And I astonied feU> and could not pray ; 

A thought within me to myself did aay» 

^ Is God less God, that thou art mortal-sad ? 

Rise, worship, bless Him I in this sackcloth clad 

As in that purple I" — But I answer, naj I 

What child his filial heart in words conveys, 

If him for very good his iblher dioose 

To smite ? What can he, but with sobbing breath 

Embrace th' imwiOing hand which chasfceneth ? — 

And nuf dear Father, thinking fit to bruise, 

Discerns in silent tears, botii prayer and praise. 
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CONSOLATION 



All are not taken I there are left behind 

Living BeloTeds, tender looks to bring, 

And make the daylight still a blessed thing, 

And tender voices, to make soft the wind* 

But if it were not so — if I could find 

No love in all ihe world to answer me, 

Nor any palhway but rang hollowly. 

Where ^ dust to dust*' the love from life disjoined - 

♦ 

And if with parched lips, as in a dearth 

Of water-springs the very deserts claim, 

I uttered to those sepulchres unmoving 

The bitter cry, " Where are ye, O my loving !" 

I know a Voice would sound " Daughter, I am I 

Can I suffice for Hba vsn, and not for earth f* 



Digitized by Google 



A SUPPLICATION FOR LOVE. 

HYMN 1. 



The Lord Jeios, althougb gone to the Father, and we tee him 

no more, is still preeent with Hb Church ; and in His heavenly 

glory expends upon her as intense a love, as in the agony of the 
garden, and the crucifixion of the tree. Those eyes that wept, still 
gaie upon her.*— A«<»ii(ed wordt of an extemfcrt Dueaunet 
j/rmek$d at Sidmauih, 18d3« 



God, named Loye^ whose fount thou art, 
Thy cfownless Church before thee stands^ 

With too much hating in her hearty 
And too much striving in her hands ! 



338 A SUFPUCATION FOB LOV£. 

O loving Lord I O slain for love ! 

Thj blood upon thy garments came — 
Inwrap their folde our browB above) 

Before we tell Thee all our shame ! 

' Love as I loved you,' was the sound 
That on thy hps expiring sate ! 

Sweet words, in bitter strivings drowned I 
We hated as the worldly hate. 

The spear that pierced for love thy side, 
We dared for wrathful use to crave ; 

And with our cruel noise denied 
Its sOenee to thy blood-red grave ! 

Ah blood I liiat speaketh more of love 
Than Abel's 1 — could we speak like Cai% 

And grieve and scare that holy JDove, 
The parting love-gift of the Slain ? 
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A SUPPLICATION FOR LOVE. 



Yet Lord, thy wronged love fulfil ! 

Thy Church, though fallen, before Thee stands 
Behold, tlie voice is Jacob's still. 

Albeit the hands are Esau's hands ! 

Hast Thou no tears, like those besprent 

Upon Thy Zion's ancient part ? 
No moving looks, like those which sent 

Their softness through a traitor's heart? 

Nu touching tale of anguish dear; 

Whereby like children we may creep, 
AH trembling, to each other near, 

And view each other's face, and weep ? 

Oh, move us — Thou hast power to move — 

One in the one Beloved to be I 
Teach us the heights and depths of love — 

Give Thine — that we may love like Th£eI 



TH£ MEDIATOR 

HYMN IL 



As the greatest of all sacrifices was required, we may be aasnred 

that no other would have sufficed. 

Boyd's Euay an tht Atmement, 



How high Thou art I our songs can own 
No music Thou couldst stoop to hear 1 

But still the Son's expiring groan 
Is vocal in the Father's ear. 
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THE MEDIATOR. 

How pure Thou art I our hands are dyed 
With curses, red with murder's hue — 

But Hk hath stretched His hands to hide 
The sins that pierced them from thy yiew« 

How strong Thou art t we tremble lest 
The thunders of thine arm be moved— 

But H£ is lying on thy breast> 

And thou must clasp thy best Beloved I 

How kind Thou art I Thou didst not choose 

To joy in Him for ever so ; 
But that embrace thou wilt not lose 

For Tettgeanoe, didst for love forego I 

■ 

High Grody and pure, and strong, and kind t 
The low, the foul, the feeble, spare I 

Thy brightness in His ftce we find — 
Behold our darkness only there ! 



THE WEEPING SAVIOUR. 



HYMN m. 



m 

Whether His countenance can thee aflnght. 

Tears iii His eyes quench the amazing light. 



When Jesus' friend had ceased to be^ 
Still JesQs' heart its ftiendship kept — 
Where haye ye laid him?" — ^ Come and see 1 
But ere His eyes could see, they wept. 
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TU£ WEEPING SAVIOUR. 

Lord ! not in sepulchres alone, 

Corraption's worm is rank and free ; 

The slirond of death our hosoms own — 
The shades of sorrow 1 Come, and see t 

Come, Lord I God's image cannot shine 
Where sin's funereal darkness lowers — * 

Come I turn those weeping eyes of thine 
Upon these sinning souls of ours I 

And let those eyes, with shepherd care, 
Their moving waftdi above us keep ; 

Till love the strength of sorrow wear, 
And as Thou weepedst, we may weepi 

For surely we may weep to know. 
So dark and deqp our spirit's stain ; 

That had Thy hlood refused to flow, 
Thy very tears had flowed in vain* 



THE MEASURE 

HYMN IV, 



* Hecompreheiidedthediiitof thewtliin ameasme.' (whlL*)' 

Isaiah xl. 

' Thou givest diem tears tu diiok m a measure*' 



Without maasoie, wo wortbe the sadiwse ! — 

Hawes. 

God, the Creator, with a pulseless hand 
Of unoriginated power, hath weighed 

The dust of earth and tears of man, in one 
Meabuie and by one weight ; — 
So saith His holy book. 

* I believe that the word ooeuis in no other pan of the Hebrew 
Scriptures. 
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THE MBASURE, 

Shall we, then» who have issued from the dusty 
And there return ; shall toe, who toil for dust. 
And wrap our winnings in this dusty life, 
Say, " No more tears, Lord God I 
The measure runneth o*er ?" 

Ohf holder of the balance, laughest Thou ? 
Nay, Lord 1 be gentler to our foolishness^ 
For His sake who assumed our dust, and turns 
On thee pathetic eyes. 
Still moistened with our tears I 

« 

And teach us, O our Father, while we weep. 
To look all patiently on earth, and learn — 
Waiting in that meek gesture, till at last 
These tearM eyes be filled 
With the dry dust of death I 



C OW P E R'S GRAVE. 



1 vviil luvite thee, from thy envious herse 

To rise, and *bout the world thy beams to spread, 

That we may tee there 't brightnesae in the dead* 



It is a place where poeU crowned 

May feel the heart's decaying — 
It is a place where happy saints 

May weep amid their praying — 
Yet let the grief and humbleuess^ 

As low as silence^ languish ; 
Earth surely now may give her calm 

To whom she gave her auguibii. 
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COWP£R*S GRAV£ 



O poets ! from a maniac's tongue 

W as pouied the deathleisb binging I 
O CfariBtians I at your cross of hope 

A hopeless hand was clinging I 
Omen! this man, in hrotherhood^ 

Your weary paths heguiling. 
Groaned inly while he t«iight you peace^ 

And died while ye were smiling I 

And now, what time ye all may read 

Through dimmiug tears his story — 
How discord ou the music fell. 

And darkness on the glory 
And howy when one by one, sweet sounds 

And wandering lights departed, 
He wore no less a loving face» 

Because so broken-hearted — 



348 COWP£R*S GRAVE. 

He shall be strong to sanctify 

The poet's high vocatioii» 
And bow the meekest Ghristiaii down 

In meeker adoration: 
Nor e^er shall he be in praise^ 

By wise or good forsaken ; 
Named softly, as the household name 

Of one whom God hath taken I 

W ith sadness that is calm, not gloom, 

I leaxu to think upon him ; 
With meekness that is grateftilness. 

On God whose heaven hath won him— 
Who suffered onoe the madness-cloud. 

Toward His lore to blind him ; 
But gently led the blind along 

Where breath and bird could find him ; 
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C01VP£R*S GRAV£. 

And wrought within liis shattered brain. 

Such quick poetic senses. 
As hills have language for, and stars. 

Harmonious influences! 
The pulse of dew upon the grass, 

Hb own did cahnly number ; 
And sil^t shadow from the trees 

Fell o'er him like a slumber. 

The very world, by God's constraint, 

From ialsehood's chill removing, 
Its women and its men became 

Beside him, true and loving I — 
And timid hares were drawn from woods 

To share his home-caresses, 
Uplooking to his human eyes 

With sylvan tendernesses. 



COWPER'S GRAVE. 

But while, in hlindness he remained 

Unconscious of the guiding, 
And things provided came without 

The sweet sense of providing, 
He testified this solemn truth, 

Though phrenzy desolated— 
Nor math ^ nature mtisfyt 
When mdy CM cnaied ! 

Like a nek child that knoweth not 

His mother while she hlesses, 
And droppeih on his bummg brow 

The coolness of her kisses ; 
That turns his fevered eyes ai uund — 

« My mother I where *s my mother? 
As if such tender words and looks 

Could come from any other I 



COWPEK^S GRAVE. 

The fever gone, w ith leaps of heart 

He sees her bendmg o'er hun ; 
Her fim all pale from watchful love, 

Th' unweary love she bore hun I 
Thiifly woke the poet from the dream 

His life's long fever gave hrniy 
Beneath these deep pathetic eyes 

Which closed in death, to save hnn I 

Thus I oh, not tJtus I no type of earth 

Could image that awaking. 
Wherein he scarcely lieaid the chant 

Of seraphs, round him breaking — 
Or felt the new immortal ^irob 

Of soul from body parted ; 
But felt thorn eyei akme^ and knew 

^ JSfy Saviour I not deserted I" 



352 



COWFER'S GRAVE, 



Deserted ! who hath dreamt thai when 

The cross iu darkness rested, 
Upon the Victhn's hidden face 

No love was manifested ? 
What firantic hands outstretched have e'er 

Th* atoning drops averted — 
What tears have waahed them from the soul — 

That one should be deserted ? 

Deserted I God could separate 

From His own essence rather ; 
And Adam's sins have swept between 

The righteous Son and Father — 
Yea I once^ Immanuers orphaned cry, 

His nmyenie hath shaken — 
It went up single^ echolessi 

« Mj God, I am forsaken V 
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COWPER'S GRAVE. 

It went up from the Holy's lips 

Amid his lost creation, 
That of the lost, no son should use 

Those words of desolation ; 
That earth's worst phrenaes, marring hope, 

Should mar not hope's firuition ; 
And If on Cowper's graYe» should see 

His rapture, in a vision I 



THE WEAKEST THING 



Woskor 1 9m, woe 'i me ! — 

DOBTVB. 



Which is the weakest thing of all 

Mine heart can ponder? 
The sun, a little cloud can pall 

With darkness yonder ? 
The cloudy a Utile wind can move 

Wiiere'er it listeth ? 
The wind, a leaf which hangs abovci 

Though sere, resisteth ? 
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THE WEAKEST THING. 

What time that yellow leaf was green, 

My days were gladder — 
Now on its branch each summer-sheen 

May find me sadder I 
Ah me I a Uaf with sighs can wring 

My lips asunder — 
Then is mine heart the weakest thing 

Itself can ponder I 

Yet, Hearty when sun and cloud are pined. 

And drop together ; 
And at a blast which is not wind, 

The forests wither ; 
Hwa^ from the darkening deathly curse, 

To glory breakest — 
The Strongest of the universe 

Guarding the weakest! 



THE NAME. 



— — — the name 
Which from tu&ia lips seemed a caress. 

Miis MiTroBj>'s Uramaiie Scmus* 



I HAVi:: a name, a little name^ 

Uncadenced for the ear ; 
Unhonored hj ancestral daim, 
Unsanctified by prayer and psalm^ 
The solemn font anear. 

It never did to pages wove 

For gay romaimty belong: 
It never dedicsate did move 
As ^ Sacharissa,' unto love — 
< Orinda,' unto song* 
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THE NAME. 

Though I write books, it will be read 

Upon the leaves of none ; . 
And afterward, when I am dead. 
Will ne'er be graved for sight or tread, 

Aeross my limeral stOQe. 

Whoever chanceth it to call. 

May chance yoor smile to win ; — 
Nay, do not smile I mine eyelids fall 
Over mine eyes, and feel withal 
The sudden tears within ! 

Is there a leaf that greenly grows 
Where smnmer meadows bloom, 
But gathereth the winter snows. 
And changeth to the hue of those, 
If lasting till they come ? 

Is there a word, or jest, or game. 
But time encrusteth round 



358 TH£ NAM£. 

With sad asaociaie tihmiglitt the same ? 
And so to me mj very name 
Assumes a moornful sound. 

My hratfaor gave that name to me 

When we were children twain ; 
When names acquired baptismaiiy 
Were hard to utter, as to see 

That life had any pain. 

No shade was on us then, save one 

Of chesnuts from the hill — 
And through the word our laugh did run 
As part thereof I The mirth bemg done^ 
He calls me by it still ! 

Nay, do not smile I I hear in it 
What none of you can hear I 



Digitized by Google 



THE NAME. 

The talk upon the willow seat, 
The bird and wind tlut did repeat 
Around» our human cheer I 

I hear the birthday's noby bliss, 
My sisters' woodland glee — 
My father's praise I did not miss* 
What time he stooped down to kiss 
The poet at his knee — 

And voices — which to name me, aye 

Most tender tones were keeping ! 
To some, I never more can say 
An answer, till God wipes away 
In heaven, these drops of weeping I 

My name to me a sadness wears — 
No murmurs cross my mind— 



360 TU£ NAME. 

Now God be fliaiiked for these thick tears. 
Which show, of those departed years. 
Sweet memories left behind I 

Now God be thanked for years enwrought 

With love which softens yet I 
Now God be thanked tor every thought 
Which is so tender, it hath caught 
Earth's guerdon of regret I 

I 

Earth may embitter, not remove^ 

The love divmely given : 
And e'en that mortal grief shall provei 
The immortality of love. 

And lead us nearer Heaven I 

THB BHD, 

LOMDOlf : PXmTKD BY lAMUBL SBWTLBT, 

Donet street, Fleet Street. 
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